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BLACKMAIL ! What would you have done in Travers' place? Forrest had him in a jam

and things looked good for the cad of Si. Frank's.

There was a way oul, however. FRead

kow Travers found it 1

CHAPTER 1,
Trouble for Travers. <
“ ND that,” said Vivian Travers
A serenely, “is that!»

b ¢ had just cut a tricky ball
to the boundary for a beautiful four,
and the St. Frank’s Junior XI claimed
tory. This ‘“away” game against
Midshott had been noteworthy for two
great innings, by Nipper—74—and
Travers—€9 not cut. The mighty
Oswald Handforth, for once, had
scored a duck.

“Well done, Travers!” said Nipper,
as he and the rest of the team were

breparing to leave. “Your placing of | was not really conceited, but he had

the field was first-class, and the tricky
way you changed the bowlers was more
than a bit responsible for our victory.”

“In other words, dear old fellow,
when it comes to captaining a cricket
side, I'm a hot number,” said Travers
coolly. “Why tell me? Don't I know
it? In most things I am of a modest
and retiring dispesition——"

“Ahem!” coughed Nipper.

“But in matters of cricket,” pursued
Travers, unmoved, “I'm apt to brag,
I'm good, so why shouldn’t I brag?”

The other St. Frank's juniors
laughed. They knew their Travers. He

an
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unrufied, even exasperating, way of ex-
pressing himself—and he delighted, too,
in the art of leg-pulling.

“ "Wnlled head, old man—that’s your
trouble,” said the burly Handforth,
with a sm"l “You've been captain of
junior cricket for a week—goodness
knows why I wasn't glven the job!—
and you think youre a second
Jardine.”

“Jardine’s

‘ravers.

““You—you howling ass!”

“CAWLe it, Handy!” grinned Church.
“Travers is only rotting.”

“Well, it sounds like boasting to me,”
argued Handiforth,

“Who cares?” grmned Reggie Pitt.
“Travers' knock was the best we've
seen this season—and he has a right
to boast.”

Travers listened to the discussion in
that calm, urbane way of his. He had
every reason to feel pleased with him-
selt for he had captained St. Frank’s

n two Jjunior matches, and his brilliant
le:s dership had resulted in two victories.
e tock cricket as he took everything
else—with a serene, unruffled calm.

Dick Hamilton—otherwise known as
Nipper—was the real junior skipper.
But his guardian, the celebrated detec-
tive, Mr. Nelson Lee, was away from
Lhe school on an important forgery

ase, and it was possible that he would
requ re Nipper’s assistance.

Until the call came, Nipper was re-
maining at St. Frank’s; but as he might
have to leave at a moment’s notice,
upon receipt of a telegram, it was
difficult for him to fulfil the duties of
a_cricket captain. So Vivian Travers,
who had shown remarkably good form
this season, was deputising. It was
something of a novelty for Nipper to be
freed of all responsibility, and he was
thoroughly enjoying himself. There
was a ¢! ce that the urgent call from
Nelson Lee would never come, but
while matters remained indefinite
Nipper would stay on at St. Frank's,
and Travers would hold the reins.

good, t0o,” admitted

OF ST. FRANK'S
“Anybody coming pillion?” asked
Travers, locking round. “Don’t all

speak af onc There's only room for

He had just donned his overalls, and
beside him stood his gleaming high«
power metor-cycle—a rakish-] lookmr'
machine with low handlebars, glitter-
ing with chromium plate and brilliant

red paintwork.

“Ahem! Thanks all the same, old
man, but were in no tearing hurry,"
said Jimmy Potts.

Riding pillion on Vivian Travers’
machine was a hair-raising experience,
and Potts was well placed to know, for
he was Travers’ study mate and bosom
chum. The most surprising thing to
Potts, and to many otier fellows in the
Remove, was that Travers was still
alive. It was openly prophesied that hv-
would come to a sticky finish,

For on a motor-cycle Travers was

reckless. He gloried in being reckless.
A rider of exceptional skill, he took
chances  whic! appeured sheerly
suicidal. He was_daring, his nerves

were of steel, and he delighted in per-
forming all manner of hair-raising
stunts. Vivian Travers and his beloved
motor-cycle were as inseparable as the
celebrated Siamese Twins. To think of
one without the other was simply not
done. Wherever Travers went, his
motor-bike went. It was a joke ab St.
Frank’s that if Travers wanted to cross
from the Ancient House to the Modern
House, he would get out his famous

”jigger.”
“No takers?” he asked, in surprise.
“well, well! What's the matter with

you all? Don't you like a thrill, once in
a while?”

“That’s just if, old man,” said
Nipper gently, “A thrill once in a while
is attractive, but the fellow who rides
pillion with you gets about sixteen
thrills per minute, and after a time
this becomes nerve-shattering. Remem-
ber, it’s the chap in control who gets
all the fun while his passenger hangs
on, gritting his teeth, and praying for
deliverance.”

l
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“Motopikes ought to be prehibited
by law,” ald Handforth sternly.

As the proud owner of a car—a
smart 1tle Morris Minor saloon—he
had defiite opinions on the subject of
motor-c2les. It was true that Nipper
and Pit and one or two other juniors
possessé motor-cycles, but they used
them sasibly, and they never had any
difficult in finding pillion passengers.
Traver: on the other hand, invariably
rede sco——for obvious reasons.

“An when it comes to speed,” went
on Hadforth aggressively, “my car
can wack any two-wheeled tank! I

byt T be home as soon as you,
Travers W’

Churd] nd McClure, who were to
ke Hg dforth’s passengers, looked
alarmedd

““flese it, you ass” said Church

hasu.y “Youre not challenging

Traver to a race, are you?”

“ Wiy not?”

“Wiy not!” yelled Church. “Do you
want # kill )curcelf—and Mac and me
as wel? You know what a crazy speed
mauis¢ Travers is; and, in any case
yoir car cant hope to compete with
Tifvers’ racer.”

b was an unforiunate rcmark as
Clurch realised almost before the
v;rrs were cut. Handforth hn‘scled

*Oh, can’t it?” he reterted. “I’ll
saow you! We'll start together, and if
my Morris Minor can’t lick that—"

“Hold on!” said Nipper uneasily.
“Hasn't this rot gone far enough?
rs, yowre not going to be such an
as to race with Handforth, are

“Dear cld fellow, it wouldn't ke a
ce at all,” replied Travers, shaking
head. “For a real race, you must
¢ at least tigo competitors.”

Why, you sily lunatic—-" began
Handforth hotly.

“So you'd bettcr potter along as
usual, Handy,” went on Travers, with
an indulgent smile. “Racing 6n the
;:uhlm highway is a fool's game, any-
20w,

With a nod he operated the kick-

3

starter, the powerful engine sprang into
life, and the next moment Travers was
off like a meteor.

“Hi, wait a minute!” roared Hand«
forth.

“Let him go,” said Nipper. “Be
sensible, Handy ‘Why risk life and limb
necd'csﬂy? Den’t you realise that he
was_only pulling your leg?”

“Rats!” growled Handforth., “He
swanked about his cricket, and then
he swanked about his silly motor-bike!
I'm jolly well going to overtake him,
Jjust to show him where he gets off!”

The others grinned. Handforth’s
chances of overtaking Travers were
very remote.
=elf meanwhile, was on

hway, shooting along at
above fifty mxles an hour, with the
warm sunshine of the summer’s even-
ing slanting right into his eyes. He
chuckled as he bent low over the rakish
handlebars.

He guessed that Handforth would
follow at top speed in the Morris

en, when Handfo
turned up, he would be in a position
to prove his oft-voiced contention that
he and streak lightning were identical.

Travers gloried in speed—he revelled
in the taking of chances. When there
was no necessity for hurry he would
nevertheless tear along at a breakneck
rate, just for the sake of the thrill. In.
his defence it must be stated that he
was an extraordinarily clever rider,
with a cool brain in an emergency. His
road sensc was perfect, and his knack
of anticipating danger had sometimes
permitted him to beat disaster by a
split second.

But to every worshipper of speed
there comes a time when he tempts the
fates once too often. There is some
unknown, unsuspected factor which
just overlaps the margin of safety. Ib
was Vivian Travers’ turn to-day. P

There was one curve on this road’
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which always gave Travers an cxcop—
tional thrill. It was a really bea
curve, for the hedges on either sxdc nf
the road were low, enabling an ap-
proaching rider to clearly see any
oncoming traflic. Moreover, the road
itself was cambered, on the curve, in
the new-fashioned and sensible way—
almost like a modified race track.

Travers glowed inwardly as he ap-
proached. Not a vehicle was within
sight—not a living soul. He took the
curve at nearly fifty. And then things
happened.

For no arent reason his machine
went into a terrific, uncontrollable skid.
The thing was absurd, for the road sur-
face was of non-skid concrete, and it
was perfectly dry. But it happened,
nevertheless.

There were no witnesses to see the
schoolboy rider's masterly effort to
regain control. He knew he was “for
it,” but he remained as cool as ice.
With a terrifying screech, the back

- wheel went into the skid first, and,
broadsiding like a track racer, Travers
slewed madly across the road. Then
his front wheel touched the concrete

7! he shot into the road again, and

ble instantly.
y and comp‘euely out of control,
motorcycle hurtled slantwise
055 the road, and then crashed head-

n into a low brick wall.

Craaazaaaashl

Travers owed his life to the lowness
of the wall, for at the moment of
impact he was shot out of the saddle
like a stone from a catapult. Over the
wall he went, striking the comparatively
soft ground beyond head first. He
bounced like a rubber ball, arms and
legs flying—over again, to fall finally
face downwards, spreadeagled, sense-
less,

His machine had crumpled up like so
much scrap iron, and a second after
the screaming impact of steel and stone
came the “whoosh” of a dull explo-
sion, Flames leapt up, and black smoke
relled in billowing clouds towards the
blue heavens.

OF ST. FRANK'S

Again it was the wall wich saved {C
Travers, for it intervened kiween him fo
and the flam He '\‘p-?wle there un- ¥
conscious, hile his ore-glorious
machine \&enL up in a towr of livid
flames.

“Whab‘s that?” asked Chrch, in a
startled voice. -

“Only a bonfire, fathead' replied
Handforth. “Don’t bother! I've got
her up to fifty, and—"

“It's not an mdi 'y bonfire” inter-
rupted Church. “For goodnes’ sake,
Handy go easy! There’s curve
ahead.”

“Don’t I know it?” said n;ﬂdfom* <
“But the road’s clear, and tine surfac
is cambered the right way. E% Georgd
there is something rummy abg)ub L‘)a
fire!”

Handforth & Co,
Morris Minor,
of  Vivian

in = the xaxthiul
were hard on tie heels
Travers. Althogh, in
ordinary  circumstances, Handforth
would never have had an earthly
chance of overtaking the motorcyciist,
he was actually only a minuie behind
Travers at this particular spot. Thus§
it came about that he and his coums:
were first on the scene of the disastr.

Church was sitting next to Handforth.
in front, and McClure was behind, wih
Jerry Dodd, the Australian junior, as
an additional passenger.

Handforth could now see that
“benfire ” was actually on the roads;
just round the curve. eased
foot-throttie and applied the bral

“Whoa!” he gasped.

For the little car, for some unac-|
countable reason, had gone into an:
alarming skid. However, its speed was!
not excessive, and Handforth soon re-
gained control; but not until he had
slithered _drunkenly across to the off-
side of the road.

“I say, that was funny!” he ejact-
lated. “The road's as<iry as a bone!”
“Look!” panted McClure, horrified.

They were within ten yards of the
roaring columnn of fire. Handferth and

the




[Church opened the doors and tumbled
but. McGuire and Dodd followed, and
or some second: they stood transiized,
taring at that grimly significant blaze.

“It's a motor-bike!” said Church
hoarsely. “Travers’ motor-bike! Oh,
he recklcs; idiot! Nipper warned him

k& Bub where's Travers?” broke in
fiandforth, with husky horror.

They all believed, in that dread
moment, that Vivian Travers, beyond
11 human aid, was concealed in the
mother of smoke and flame. There
vas nothing they could do. Te even
approacy me fire was impossible, for
the heal.was deadly. The petrol from
the burst{tank had spread over a con-
siderable area, and the twisted, black-
ened. xeifains of the motor-cycle could
3¢ “dimly seen in the centre of e

jnferno.

4 “He’s not there!” burst out Jerry
podd suddenly. “There’s only the
jnotor-bike——" He broke off and
nade a dash for the wall. One lock he
ook, and then he turned a flushed face,d
bloquent of relief, to the others. “ Quick,
ou fellows!” he panted. ‘‘He's over
ere—in the field!”

“What!”

They dashed at the wall, leaping it in
fheir stride. A moment later they were
bending over the unconscious Travers,
Intensely relieved, but still fearful.

“He’s not dead, anyhow,” said Hand-
rth, after a moment. ‘““No bones
roken, either, by the feel 'of it. He's
breathing regularly—
“There’s blood here,”
Jignificantly.

He had pulled back Travers’ head-
car, and it was obvious at once that
lhe unconscious schoolboy was suffer-
#Qve frod’ a head injury, the serious-
ess of which could not be determined.

“There’s only one thing to do,” said
Tandforth crisply. “We've got to rush
im to hospital. Help me to carry him
o the car, you chaps. Easy, now—lift
him gently.”

said Church

BY EDWY SEARLES BROOKS

“He must have skidded the same as

we did—only a lot worse,” said Church:
“Then he hit the wall head-on, and
was thrown clean over. By Jove! Thaf
was lucky for him. If he hadn’t gone
over the wall, he'd have been burnt to
a cinder!”

“Why talk about it?” growled Hand-
forth. “Can’t you shut up, ass?”

They carried the unconscious junior
over the wall, and Church noticed, as
they went across the road, that his
shaes gritted strangely.

“Sand!” he ejaculated, staring down.

“Look! Loose sand on the road. That’s
why he skidded.”

Church was right. Here was the un-
suspected factor which had caused the
accident. Travers had taken that curve
on tne way to the match with perfect
safety, and there had been nothing to
show him that the road surface was
any different on the way back. But
during the afternoon a builder’s lorry,
laden with sand, had passed that way.
The lorry-driver had been forced to brake
suddenly on approaching the curve, and
the jerk had slightly displaced the tail-
board. Dry sand had trickled over the
road on the curve, like water from a
water-cart, spreading it evenly and in-
visibly over the concrete surface. Hence
that disastrous dry skid of Travers'—
and a dry skid is always dangerous, for
one is unprepared for it.

Handforth and his chums, however,
gave no further thought to the sand, or
the road. They only knew that Vivian
Travers was in need of medical assist~
ance.

The unconscious Removite was gently
placed in the front seat. Church and
McClure and Dodd squeezed themselves
into the rear section of the little car,
and Church, leaning over, supported
Travers. Handforth leapt into the
driving-seat, and a moment later the
little car was away.

Within twenty minutes Bannington
was reached, and Vivian Tra\*:xo was
delivered at the Cottage Hos
had played him a strange trick
was from that moment that his real
{roubles began.
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CHAPTER 2.
The Chop:

* OTHING to worry about,” said
the house-surgeon, with
“Slight,_concussion and

a few bruises—thal’s all. He has re-
covered consciousness already.”

Handforth & Co., who had heen anxi-
ously waiting, were relieved.

“We thought he was badly smashed
up,” said Handforth.

“He'll be back at school with you to-
morrow,” promised the doctor. “I think
I had better detain him here until then
~—just a matter of precaution.”

“Well, thank goodness for, that,” said
Church. “Can we go in and see him?”

“1 think perhaps you'd better,” re-
plied the haquse-surgeon dryly. “He's
asking anxiously about his motor-cycle.
How \did the accident happen, by the

®

ay?’

Tﬂey told him.

“Hes a rcmarkably lucky young
man,” commented the doctor. “He
might easily have been killed.”

The juniors were taken to a private
ward, and there they found Vivian
Travers sitting up in bed, and looking
very sorry for “himself, with a big patch
of surgical plaster on the left side of his
head. He was pale and evidently in some

pain, for his face was pinched and
drawn.
“Well, you made a nicc mess of

things!” was his surprising greeting.

They gathered round the bed and
stared at him.

“You're not yourself, old man-
bcgan Handforth.

“Yes, I am!”

“I'm so much myself that th i
100 need to bring me to hospual s
plain rot to keep me here.”

“The doctor says youll be out to-
morrow,” said Church encouragingly.

“To-morrow | ¥ repeated Travers.
“That's a fat lot of good! Don't you
realise that the Head will hear about
it? And it’s any odds that the Head will
write to my pater. I'm fairly and
squarely in the soup!”

interrupted Travers

CF ST, FRANK'S [

“Well, there's gratitude!” said Hand
forth indignantly. “We find you lyin
unconscious, and we don’t know hof
seriously you're hurt, and we bring yof
to hospital—"

“Sorry, dear old fellow; perhaps 1 dq
sound ungrafeful,” brokc in Traver|
“TForget it. You didn’t know it was
trivial, did you? Is my jigger bad

damaged?” he asked anxiously.

Handforth coughed.

“To tell you the truth, old ma
there’s no jigger left,” he said gently!

“Draw it mild!” protested th
patient. “I know I hit the wall =
awful wallop, and I remembej fyin
over it, but my bike can’t be such
wreck as all that. I dare sayjhe iron
part is busted up—"

“Of course, you didn’t know aﬁdu‘«th
fire?” asked Handforth.

_ “Fire?” ejaculated Travers, with

jump.

They broke it to him as gently i
possible; and then, indeed, Traves
realised how narrowly he had escaped
terrible death. He realised, too, that
fine motor-cycle was nothing but |
heap of twisted and distorted wreckagy

When Handforth drove his Mo
Minor into the Triangle of &t Frank!
some little time later, a prefect W
waliting.

“The Head wants to see you ot
young sweeps at once,” said the prefe
grimly. “What have you been up
this time?”

“For once you're wrong, Biggy,”
lied Handforth. “The Head probal
to shake hands all round with
ve us a whole holiday.”

“Wcll I hope youre right,” sl
ng]eswadc the prefect. “But it lo
uncommonly like trouble to me. T
Head doesn't send for kids like yi
unless he means to give 'em 8 tannin;

He escorted the four Removil
through Big Arch, then across Inp
Court, to the Headmaster’s House. M

P

James Kingswood himself was waiti
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in his study, and he was looking unusu-
nlly grave as the juniors were ushered

St. Frank’s was_very proud of its
youthful, athletic HLad—.lﬂectxonaLe]y
cahed by all in the school “Fighting
Jim.”  Whenever the newspapers had
occasion to mention Mr. Kingswood in
their columns they always referred to
him as “The Fighting Headmaster.” For
Mr. Kingswood’s scholastic reputation
was easily eclipsed by his fame as a
boxer. He was a tall, finely-built man,
clean-shaven, and a somewhat aggres-
sive cast of countenance.

“ 1 wanted to speak to you fellows be-
cause I understand that Travers had an
accidenttthis evening,” he said, coming
straight to the point in ‘his usual direct
way “.You found him on the road, I
beligve, and rendered first-aid?”

“Well, it wasn't much, sir,” said
Handforth, with exaggerated careless-
ness. ‘“Just an ordinary kind of spill.
Trayers isn’t hurt.”

“Indeed?” said the Head. “Surely
you are mistaken, Handforth? Dr.
Thomson, of the Bannington Cottage
Hospital, told me over the telephone,
not five minutes ago, that Travers was
carned in unconscious.”

“That’s nothing, sir,” said Handforth.
“Ju.)t a lltﬂe knock. He’s all right now.
Ty made a chaj
Wlth one biff of the fist—and, if it comes
to that, sir, so have you.”

“I understand that Travers had a
very nasty crash on the way home from

Midshott,” continued Mr. KingsWwood
relentlessly. “He took a corner at ex-
cessive speed, charged headlong into a
stone wall, and his machine caught fire.
Am I right?”

“Well, in a way, sir—"

“Am I right?”

“Yes, sir,” admitted Handforth re-
Iuctantly. “If the wall hadn’t been low,
and if Travers hadn’t pitched over it,
he would have been burnt to death. I
mean, being unconscious, he couldn’t
have saved himself—— Eh? What'’s the
idea of treading on my foot, Church, you

ass?”

Church turned red, gulped, and tried
to look innocent.

“Thank you, Handforth—that's all I
wanted to know,” said the Head quietly.
“It is quite apparent that Travers was
driving  his motor-cycle with hare-
brained recklessness. And, as you say,
he is lucky to be alive.”

“Hold on, sir!” burst out Handforth:
““You can’t blame Travers, There was
a lot of loose sand on the road just at
that curve. Why, even my Morris
Minor skidded like the dickens. The
sand was invisible—"

“But you didn’t crash, dlq you, Hand-
forth?” asked the Head. If Travers
had been riding at a reasonable specd
he would have been able to correct the
skid. Isn't that perfectly obvious?”
He smiled. “I want to compliment
you fellows fox the prompt measures

to thank you, too, for
scrﬁ)bly ‘Well done!”

e dd nothing that deserves
thanks, sir,” said Handforth uncom-
fortably. Dash it, we’d have done

just thL same for a tramp if we had
found him unconscious on the road.”

“Will Travers get into trouble, sir2™
asked Jerry Dodd,

“Well, I'm afraid he will,”
Head, becoming grave.

“Then it’s our fault,” protested
Handforth. “I say, sir, that’s not fair!
Why should Travers get it in the neck?
If we hadn’t taken him to hospital you
would have known nothing about it.”

“But you did take him to hospital—
and Dr. Thomson considered it his duty
to report to me,” replied the Head.
“In any case, Handforth, are you not
2ssuming when you suggest that I
should not have heard of the accident?

at I go about St.

Franks bhndfcldcd and with muflled
ears?  Sooner or later I should cer-
tainly have known of Travers’ accident,
so your action in taking him to hospital
makes absolutely no difference to the
outcome.”

Comforted by that knowledge, the
four Removites took their departure,
and when they got into the Triangle

replied the
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they found a considerable crowd await-
ing them. Excitement was running
high. The other cricketers had re-

turned, too, and rumours were flying
about all over the school.

“Here he is! Here’s Ihndy

Handforth & Co. and Jerry Dodd
found themselves surrounded. Some
juniors had already examined the
Morris Minor, and one or two drops of
fresh blood on the upholstery had given
rise to the most sanguinary smr:es

“Tell us all about it, Handy

“Was Travers dead when you found
him?”

“Were all his bones broken?”
th' Dldqyou have to drag him out of
“You bloodthirsty rotters!” roared
Handforth, glarmg “Who told you
that Travers was dead?”

“Isn't he daad°”
major.

“Of course he’s dead,” said Teddy
Long cxcitedly. “I heard it from
Chalmers of the Fifth. Hﬂndy's trying
to break it gently, that’s all.”

“Well, I hate to dxsnppomt you all,”
said Handforth heavily, “but it hap-
pens that Travers is still alive.”

“He wasn't killed, then?” asked Hub-
bard. “You tcok him to hospital,
didn’t you? How long do you think
he'll linger?”

“Well, if he doesn’t have any more
accxdentq and if he doesn’t get any
fatal diseases, he ought to linger about

demanded Owen

sixty-five or seventy years,” replied
Handforth sarcastically.
His audience was shocked. !
“Cheese it, Handy, old man,” pro-

tested Harry Gresham. “It's hardly
the thing to joke about a chap who’s
lying in hospital dying.”

“He's not dying!” roared Handforth.

“But he can’t live long with two
fractured legs and with all his ribs
smashed i

“His le°s aren't Jbroken, and his ribs
aren’t smash

“What about lus fractured skull?”

“You—you burbling lunatics!” yelled

L |

Travers’ skull is as soun,

OF ST. FRANK'S £

Handforth, “

as mine—""
“That’s not saying

rupted Singleton.
“He's ha!‘d\y injured at all,” bellowel

much,” inte;

Handforth, “Just a scalp wounds
that's all. Hell be back here
morrow. Can’t you fatheads und

stand that he's hardly hurt?”

1t is only fair to say that most of {l
fellows were greatly relieved to he
the truth; yet, at the same time,
certain minority undoubtedly look
disappointed, Here was a first-cl
sensation, and Handforth, like
chump, had to come along and spoi
everything!

“How do you feel, 'I‘ravera“ -

“Fine, sif, thanks!’ S

Vivian Travers, looking as fit as evel
had just been ushered into the Head
study. It was the next morning, an
the school had already started lessol
Travers, discharged from the hospital
had come over by bus.

“I'm glad to see you looking so well,
said Mr. Kingswood.

“It was all tommny: -rot_to keep me
hospital, sir,” complained Travers, “ I
as fit as ever. One or two bruises av
a crack on the head—but I'm not sof!
I don’t mind a hard knock or Wi
About the accident, sir—"

“I've seen your machine, Travers
or what there is left of it,” said tI
Head quietly. “It was brought in thi
morning—on a lorry. Allowing for t!
distortion caused the heat of
fire, it is nevertheless apparent that
entire’ front of the motor-cycle w:
smashed in by the force of the impac
In other words, Travers, you hit th
wall with terrific force.”

“Well, you see, sir,

“You must have been going round
that curve at a highly dangerol

speed,” continued the Head. “No
Travers, I have had occasion to wart
you many times against reckless ridin
You have no defence, and you know if
You were speeding ab the iime of mﬂ

J
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‘accident—specding with a recklessness
iwhich tells of a total disregard for your
own safety and the safety of other
users of the road.”

“But there weren't any other users of
ihe road, sir.”

o H'\ppﬂ\’ no,” agreed Mr. Kings-
wood. Bu[” ng there had been

y
How you escaped death

Traver
well-nigh mexphcf\blc Perhaps it \ms
your very speed which saved you.”

- '”‘)m] it’s just as well I was going so
fast, si

“oh, no! Thal argument is quite
wosound,” said the headnmaster. “Nine
meior-cycle deaths out of ten are
icaused by excessive speed. And it is
not always the rider of the motor-cycle
'\ho iskilled.”

K never hit anvbody sir,” pro-
_tesfed Travers. “I'll admit I'm a bit of
_a speed merchant, but I don't take un-

necessary chances.”

“You took one yesterday, or your
maclnue would not now be a wreek,”
said Fighting Jim. “However, I'm not
going to lecture you, Travers. I fancy
somebody else will do that. Look at
‘this.”

He picked up a_ telegram from his
desk, and Travers’ heart sank.
“Is that from my pater,

asked gloonulv

It

sir?” he

‘IL‘s a pvty you told him anything
about it—-"

“What did you expect me to do?”
broke in the Head sharply. - “I hear
1hat you are in hospital, suffering from
(.Ol’\L,U:»SlOn I learn that your motor-
le is uLlexly wrecked. N'tturally,
.mote to your father last night giving
him the facts. This is his reply.”

Travers took the telegram. It was
brief and to the point:

“Coming down z\t once.—TRAVERS.”
“For the love of Samson!” muttered
Travers in dismay.

“I wi 111 say no more until your father
arrives,” said the Head, rising. “You
Wwill be excused lessons this morning,

Travers, and you may oceupy yourself
as you please.”

“But I don’t want to be excused
lessons, sir,” objected Travers. “I'm
not an invalid—there’s nothing wrong

with me. I'd much rather go into
school, as usual.”
“Very well,” said Mr. Kingswood.

“It your father wants you rnmedmte.y
he arrives I will send for you.”

Travers, usually so debonair, wore a
gloomy frown as he walked towards the

School House. He walked with a slight
limp, for his right leg was black and
blue with bruises—and they were a
great deal more painful than he would
have as

“The chopper!” he muttered dis-

mally. “The pater might even jib at
buying me another motor-bike!” The
very thought appalled him. “Thatll

mean I shall have to borrow Reggie
Pitt’s jigger, or Nipper's, or Singleton’s.
Nipper’s is a good bus, but the others
aren’t much class.”

He cheered up when he remembered
that Nipper was probably going away,
and Nipper might leave his motor-bike
behind. In that case, even if his father
\\'egt the limit, things might not be so

ad.

“It's no good crossing the bally
bridge before I come to it, anyway,” he
decided philosophically. “I dare say
the pater will be so glad to see me in
one whole piece that hell let me give
the order for a new jigger.”

He strolled into the Remove class-
room with all his old sang-froid, and
there was an immediate chorus of
welcome.

“Dear me!” exclaimed Mr. Crowell,
looking up with a cold eye. “What is
the meaning of this disturbance?
Really, I cannot allow—— Oh, I see!
It's you, Travers.”

“Sorry I'm late, si
2s he went to his desk.
really; I wanted to come earlier,
the doctor wouldn't listen.”

“I am glad to see you so
Travers,” said the Form-master,

ir,” said Travers
“Not my fault,
but

well,
“f
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had expected you to be much more—er
—decorated. Yesterday we heard some
very alarming rumours.

“G old Travers!”

“Glad to have you back, old man!”

“Hear, hear!”

“Tucky thing you weren’t killed.”

“Silence, please,” said Mr. Crowell.
“Really, I cannot allow this interrup-
tion of work. If you are feeling well
enough to attend your studies, Travers,
all well and good.”

“Everybody seems to think I'm
crocked up, sir,” grumbled Travers.
“All because Handy took me to hos-
pital—instead of ducking my head in
the nearest stream!”

Mr. Robert Travers arrived some
liftle time after the morning interval,
when the school was hard at work. He
was looking anxious and troubled at
first; but, after a talk with Mr. Kings-
wood he was reassured. But a grim
expression had now come into his
strong, soldierly face.

“It's intolerable,” he said, squaring
his jaw. “I have allowed that boy of
mine a great deal of rope, Mr. Kings-
wood; he has promised me again and
again that he would not abuse my
generosltyfthac he would not indulge
in reckless speeding. I can see I've
been too lax with him.

“In defence of your son‘ I must say
that he is an extraordinarily good
rider,” said Mr. Kingswood. “I think
there must have been some special
reason for this unfortunate accident.”

“You mean the condition of the road
surface asked Mr. Travers, pursing
his lips. “That's no excuse, Mr. Kings-
wood. If my son had been travelling
at a reasonable speed he could not have
had such a narrow escape.”

They went to see the wreckage, which
had been placed in the garage behind
the school. One look at that twisted,
battered scrap iron was enough.

" Don't you see?” asked Mr. Travers,
pointing. = “Look how the front wheel
and the forks are driven right hack
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into the rest of the machine. He must
have hit the wall at about sixty miles
an hour. By Heaven! It’s a miracle
that he still lives—and I am thankful,
mdfzed at he came out virtually un-
scathe

“When one looks at this machine one
is baffled by the mystery of his escape,”
agreed the headmaster. *“What steps
do you intend to take with your son?”

“May I see him?” asked Mr. Travers
with sudden briskness. “May I sce
him now—at_once—here?”

“If you will wait I will send him to
you,” promised the Head.

Vivian Travers came within dve
minutes, and he took good care uot to
limp as he approached the stem figure

of his father. Indeed, with his hool
head there was no txace of

cap on his

his accident.

“Sorry you had to come down,
paber he said dxmdf‘nt]y. “There
wasn’t any real need—-"

“So youre not hurt, son?” inter-

rupted his father, taking him by the
shoulders and leoking earnestly into his
face. “Thank Heaven I can look upoin
you as I do—with whole limbs and un-
shattered body. It m.ghb easily have
been—very different.

“Yes, pater,” said Travers, impressed
by his father’s seriousness.

“I wonder if you realise the utter |
folly of riding a motor-cycle at mad
speeds?” went on Mr. Travers. “Have
you no thought for me, Vivian—or for
your mother? How do you think we
should feel if we were (‘nlled here to
find you smashed up—perhaps maimed
for life?”

“But, pater, nothing like that has
happened,” protested Travers.

“But it might have happened—and
you know as well as I do that your
escape was a hair’s breadth one,” con-
inued Mr. Travers.

His manner suddenly became stern.

“Well, Vivian, there’ll be no more of
it,” he said grimly. “I have warned
you before, but I am not going to warn
you again, This is the finish.”
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“you don't mean that )ou won't, buy
me another machine, pater

“I mean more than lh"1 ” said Mr.
Travers in that some infexible tone.
"X ,urb\d )ou ever to ride another
motor- e, no matter what the

circ: ,nnces
“But, pater, it’s the greatest sport on
earth,” exclaimed Travers desperately.
“I love it better than cricket—better
than fuothall. Motor-cychng is my
g,rewt Lok
“So it mav h'\\c been in the past,”
said his father. “In the_ future you
anust find another hobby. Your motor-
ng days are over, Vivian. I mean
iGnd if jyou have any thoughts of
%‘e""f_{/\nlth me, you may save your

<ALravers was startled. He knew his
father to be good-natured, tolerant,
broad-minded. But never had Travers
seen his father as he saw him now.
Never had his father been so granite-
Jike.

"You don’t mean it, pater—you can’t
‘mean it,” urged Travers, throwing
aside his air of sophisticated worldlic
ness and clutching at his father’s arm.
“Just because of one accident—-—"
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“It doesn't matter,” said his father,
“I'm not asking anything of you,
Vr'mn I'm telling you. If you ride

as muLh as lml -4 mﬂe on any borrowed
ma B fact comes to my
cars, I will take you away from St
E‘rank‘s on that very same day.”

“You don’t mean it, pater,” ejaculated
Travers, aghast.

“I mean it with absolute sincerity,”
sald Mr. Travers. “Once and for all,
there shall be an end to your speed
madness, my boy. I am threatening
you with drastic punishment because T

ow how reckless you are—how self-
willed and independent. That will of
yours has somefimes broken through my
barriers of authority, and I have good-
naturedly given way. But this time,
Vivian, I intend to be the master.
Understand that, and let it sink right
in.

“You'd take me away from St.
Frank’s!” muttered Travers, shaken to
the core.

“Disobey me and your school career
ends,” said his father. “Yes, and your
'Varsity career will never even com-
mence. On the day I hear that you
have ridden another motor-cycle—even
if only at a walking pace—I will take

t
“Ope!” broke in “Travers | : { i
e « v R fe im- | you straight away from this school and
;1;;};"5‘{'., Your memory is'yery Im- | pvon'inte my Gity office.”

“Well, I'll admit I've had a spill or
4wo in the past, and you've bought me
two or three machines,” said Travers.
“But this affair yosterday was only a
:simple accident,”

“It was an accident brought about on
‘& perfectly clear road solely because of
your insane cfaving for speed,” said
Mr. Travers sternly. “Mercifully, you
were spared. But it is the end. ou
will get no other motor-cycle, Vivian,
And you must give me your word of
honour that you \wll not ride on any
horrowed machine—-

“Hold on, pater,” interrupted
fTravers, an obstmate expression com-
dng into his face. “Is that quite play-
ing the game? I'm not going to give
Jou my word like that.

“But—but you can't mean it, pater,”
protested Travers. “You're just saying
this to scare me—"

“I am saying it because I intend you
to know how deeply I feel on the sub-
ject,” said Mr. Travers earnestly. *Dis-
obey me, Vivian, and you not only
sacrifice your school career, but you
lose your chance of going up to the
'Varsity. That’s all!”

Travers was frantic.

“But if I promise never to speed
a"am pater!” he exclaimed tensely.

“If I pledge my word that I'll never
take any more chances——"

It is useless,” broke in Mr. Travers,
almost harshly, “I don't doubt you,
Vivian. For “some time you would
respect your promise; Lhen, one day,
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you would be in a great hurry, or you
would be tempted by that demon eng
of speed beneath you. No, no! There
can be no half measures. You shall not
throw your life away—as you nearly
threw it away yesterday. I meant every
word I said, and the subject is closed.”

Vivian Travers was silent. There was
something in his father’s tone which
told him plainly enough that it would
be folly to argue.

‘The chopper had come down with a
vengeance.

CHAPTER 3.
Travers Takes the Bus.
# OU were wise, Mr. Travers, 1f

Y you will permit me to say s0,”

said the headmaster a little
later, “Your son is an exceptional boy,
calm, clever, ocutstanding amongst his
fellows. With such a boy you must ke
rocklike in your firmness.”

“I think I have cured him,” said Mx.
Travers, with satisfaction. “Af all
events, he can be under no misappre-
hension regarding his punishment if he
disobeys me. I mean it, Mr. Kingswood
—every word. I know my son, and be-
cause I know him I was compeued to
be ruthlessly drastic.”

He saw Vivian again before leaving;
and now his manner was kindly, genial.
He gave his son two crisp fivers, and
patted him encouragingly on the
shoulder.

“Don’t feel hardly, son,” he said. “I
want you to grow up to be a fine man;
I'm interested in your career, in every-
thing you do. Youll find another
hobby, I'm sure. There’s plenty of
cricket at this time of the year, and
plenty of sports on the river—— That's
an idea,” he added with 2 smile. “I
won’t be so harsh as to debar you from
having anything to do with motors.
I'll buy you a little: motor-launch——"

“Awfully decent of you, pater, but
yowd only waste your money,” said
Travers, with a sigh. “A motor-launch
on the river would be too frightfully
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tame.” He brightened. “But what
about an outboard speedhoat?” he added
cheerfully.

“Upon my soull”

“No good on the river, of course,”
went on Travers eagerly. “Bub I can
keep it at Caistowe. There’s ripping
sport to be got—"

“Enough,” interrupted Mr. Travers,
with a helpless gesture. “Having been
barred from the roads, you now seek to
gratify your speed mania on the water!
No, no, Vivian, I won't hear of it
You'll be asking me for an aeroplane
next.” K

“It’'s not a bad idea, at ,hat” §
Travers promptl;

“You're mcnrngxh]e, Vivian,’
Mr. Travers. ‘“Remember, this bul:of‘
have imposed upon you includes speed-
boats and aeroplanes. Good heavens,
boy, your craze for speed is appalling.
I can see that I must include motor-
cars, too. Do you understand?”

“It’s a pity"I spoke, pater,” sighed
Travers.

“No; it is a very good thing,” re-
torted hls father. “I forbid you to ride
in any vehicle, of any description what-
soever, “which comes within the speed
class.” 5

“In that case, I shall have to walk
home at the end of term,” said Travers,
“Railway trains do sixty miles an hour,
you know.

“You may ride in railway trains with
impunity,” said Mr. Travers, with a sud-
den laugh. “I'm glad that your sense
of humour is not affected by my stern-
ness, Vivian. It is, of course, driving at
speed that I forbid. What I have de-
cided is entirely for your own gcod—
and, I may add, for the peace of mind
of your mother and myself. Do you
realise that for months past, when a
telegram has been delivered at home,
your mother has immediately jumped
to the conclusion that you have met
with a serious accident on your motor-
cycle? It’s not right that you should

cause her such anxiety: and now it has
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ceased. Bear in mind what will happen
to you if—"

“Den’t say it again, pater—I know it
by heart,” groaned Vivian Travers.

After his father had gone, his school-
fellows found him as urbane and self-
possessed as ever.

“The chopper, my dear fellows, has
descended with a dull, sickening thud,”
he said with a shake of his head. “My
motor-cycling days are over. I hope
there’ll be no objections if I go into
mourning for a week?”

He made no secret of what had passed
between his father and himself. Hand-
#5, ¢ ;Co.,, Nipper, TregellisWest,

1GHlenthorne, Reggic Pitt and

pleadighered round in a sympathetic
breatfravers told them of the dire

_<duences If he dared to disobey the
“parental ban.

“Do you think he really meant it?”
asked Handforth doubtfully.

“It’s a point, old man, I would hardly
like to put to the test,” replied Travers.
“He's got me—and he knows it. Do you
think I'm going to risk my career? No,
and I've gob to hand it to the pater that
he has put it over big. I'm quite certain
that he dees mean it; and even if I
wasn't certain, I'd be a fcol to fake a

.~ Nipper, and all you other
with motor-bikes—be sporty,
, and never come near me with
your jiggers. From mnow onwards I
think I'll go in for a bath chair.”

“It's all very ewell to rot about it,”
said Jimmy Potts, who shared Study I,
in the Ancient House, with Travers,
“But, if you ask me, you're lucky that
you're not in a bath-chair at this very
minu You know, Travers, you were
a bit of a speed devil. You've been ask-
ing for this particular brand of trouble
for a long time.”

Travers did not get much sympathy,
for most of the juniors were inclined
fo smile when the story got about.
Travers had got it in the neck, and he
had nobody to blame buf himself.

Within a day or two, however, the
incident was completely forgotten.
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Travers himseli had dispensed with the
surgical plaster, and his bruised leg
roubled him no more. Ouiwardly, he
was the same genial fellow as of yore.

He devoted himself enthusiastically to
cricket. There was to be an important
match on Saturday—sSt. Frank's Junior
XTI versus the River House School. On
the Friday morning the team had not
been made public; but Travers was
known to be making his selection,
Bernard Forrest of Study A presented
himself before the junior captain.

“‘What about me, Travers?” he asked
with unwonted cordiali

Travers, who was writing, looked up
from the table.

‘“‘Shut the deor, old fellow—there's a
draught,” he said. “And while you're
about if, shut it from the other side.”

“Now, don’t rot,” said Forrest. “¥ou
know what I mean. When are you
going  to put me in the eleven?”

Travers sat back in his chair and
eyed the ead of the Remove with
thoughtful placidity.

“This is becoming tiresome,” he ob-
served. “How many times have you
asked me that question, Forrest? What
makes you think that I'll put you in
the eleven?”

“I'm playing good cricket, aren’t 12"
retorted Forrest. “That’s a reason—
and a good one.”

“I don't like you, Forrest, and you
don’t like me,” said Travers. “But we
needn’t bring our personal feelings into
this question. * It is the duty of a cricket
skipper to select his soundest men.
Agreed? All right, then. I'd select you
like a shot, but I'm not satisfied that
youre sound.”

Bernard Forrest flushed. He was a
fellow who thought a very great deal of
himself; he was dandified and superior;
he and his two chums, Gulliver and
Bell, firmly believed themselves to be a
cut above the rest of the Removites.
The rest of the Removites believed
Forrest and Gulliver and Bell to he
beneath contempt. Just a maiter of
opinion. ;
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“What do you mean—I'm not scund?”
demanded Forrest truculently.

“You smol
w" Don’t be an idiot! You smoke,

“We're riot discussing my bad habits,”
said Travers coolly. *“Still, while we're
on the subject, I'd like to mention that
I haven’t smoked since I took over the
junior cricket captaincy. Cricket and
smoking don’t mix, Forrest. To be in
the best form for cricket, a fellow has
to cut out his little vices.”

“What’s this—a lecture?” sneered
Bernard Forrest. ‘“My wind is as sound
as yours—and you know it. I've been
putting in a lot of practice at the nets,
and I'm batting well.”

“Agreed,” said  Travers. “I've
watched you, and I think the practice
has done you good. It's possible I
might find you a place in a House
match, but 'm not going to take the
risk of putting you in a school side.”
What the deuce do you

“I'm going to be quite frank,” replied
Vivian Travers. “I couldn’t trust you,
Forrest. You bat well, and you're pretty
slippy in the field. But you're the owner
of a particularly vindictive temper; and
although cricket is supposed to be the
cleanest game under the sun, certain
things sometimes happen in a match
which fray a fellow’s temper. A goo
sportsman will control himself. Hell
keep smiling, and he’ll carry on. The
whole point of this is that you're not a
good sportsman—and that keeps you
definitely out of the side. I couldn’
trust you.”

Forrest was getting hotter and hotter.

“Yaou confounded, stuck-up fool!” he
said loudly. “If you \‘.hmk you can sit
there and abuse me—"

“The abuse appears to be all on one
side,” interrupted Travers, “I have
merely told you the truth, Your voice
annoys me, Forrest. Kindly pass out to
your right.”

“ You—you—you—-">"

“Must I use force?” asked Travers
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with & sigh, as he rose to his feets
“Can’t we settle these things lke
gentlemen? No, I suppose not. You
don;t know what a gentleman is, da
you?”

Forrest went away, seething. It was
not the first time that Travers had
turned him down in this fashion. And
it is only fair to Forrest, to say that he
was really in earnest this season—he
badly wanted to get inta the team. He
had been practising diligently, earnestly;
with that object.

Left alone, Travers threw his mask
aside. He sat back in his chair, and his
thoughts wandered away fro: - "
Once again he felt himself in
of his beloved—and now
motor-cycle. He felt the win
past his ears as he bent low cv‘é‘
handlebars.

“What I wouldn't give for one ride,”*
he muttered bitterly. ‘Just one ride¥
By Samson! It's true enough that &
fellow doesn’t realise the worth of ad
thing until he has lost it!”

Everybody in the Remove was under
the impression that Travers had philo<
sophically resigned himself to the new
order of things. But Travers was not
the kind of fellow to wear his heart on.
his sleeve. He was a past master in
the art of »cncealmg his emotions. He i
pined in private for his lost sport, and:
nobody, not even his own study mate;
had the faintest idea of how hard ha
had been hit.

It seemed that fate deliberately se
out to mock him; for Saturday turned
out to be a soaking wet day, and the
River House match was necessarily off:’
A friend of Travers’, named Forsyth,
Who was in the Fifth Form at Helmiord i
College, rang Travers up and suggested
that he should come over for the after-
noon.

“ItNl  suit me,” said Travers:
“There’ll be no cricket in this soaker.”™

“I know you don’t take any notice
of rain,” said Forsyth., “You're one of
the all-weather motor-cyclists, aren’t

you?”
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“If I had the chance,” said Travers,
“1d motor-cycle to-day in a snowstorm
with a pea-soup fog thrown in for luck.”

“What are you getting at?” asked the
Helmford senior. “Is your jigger out of
commission?”

“T1 tell you when I see you,” replied
Travers sadiy.

He was rather _glad to get away—and
he went over to Helmford by bus. That

journey seemed interminable; he
chafed at every stop, and even when
the was making good speed, it
seer a mere snail’s crawl to him. He

had_often done the twenty miles to

H xJ 40 just under the half-hour—

‘Archi¢” corbidered that moderate going.
others s took an hour and a quarter.
crowdyll have a crash, cne of these

. £@0#Foing at such spead,” said Travers
to TRe conductor, as he gct off.

“Oh, iv’s'safe enough, sonny,” said
the conductor, taking the remark quite
seriously. “Our drivers are first-class—
What's that?”

But the sound which Travers had
made was inarticulate. He trudged
through the rain to the college build-
ings, trying to conquer the depression
which had settled over him like a black
cloud.

Forsyth noficed no difference in
Travers' demeanour when they met;
and Travers found it very comfortable
and cosy in his friend’s study. Forsyth
was a cheery, jocular fellow, and he was
quite mad on the subject of cricket.

“I expected you sooner, old man,” he
said. “What's, the idea of coming in
thls rig? Whefe's your motor- bike?”

“Gone, but not fCr"oLt“n ” replied
Travers tragically. “Listen, hme one,
and I will tell you a , sad story.”

But he told it so smilingly, and with
such a wealth of witty comment, that
Forsyth had no idea of the heartache
b("fl(nd it all.

“Jolly hard lines, old son,” said the
Helmford man, at last. “Your pater
certainly came down with a thud. Any
Ch‘.’f‘thP of him changing his mind?”

Knowing my pater as I do, I should
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say the chances are nil,” saié=Travers.
“Still, one must live and hom Wha
would life be withou hop:

“You're a bit of a hero, you knew,”
said Forsyth admiringly.

by Meamna’)”

“Well, you came all tha [ way to see
me—aund you came by bus!

Travers winced.

“Shall we talk of cricket?”

uugcsmd mildly.

“I was going to show you a new
motor-bike one of our fellows got,” said
Forsyth, with an utter lack of tact.
“It's a spanker——oodles of horse-power,
overhead valves, zmd it makes a wicked,
roaring hum-—

“Shall we talk of cricket?” insisted
Travers. “What do you think of
England’s chances in the Test Match
next week? There’s no doubt these
Australians are hot numbers. Do you
think Bradman will score a couple of
hundred off his own bat—or a mere,
paltry century?”

“I get you” grinned Forsyth.
“Sorry I mentioned that motor-bike!
Rather touched you on the raw, eh? I
was talking about Larwood the other
day with a_chap. He reckons that leg
theory, or body line, is all tosh. But
I said—"

They were soon deeply immersed in
the all-engrossing subject of cricket,
and Vivian Travers enjoyed himself.
At about tea-time there was a break
in the clouds, and the rain ceased. In
fact, the sky cleared very nicely, and
a watery sun shed its golden rays down
on a watery world.

“Clearing up, now that it’s too late
for cricket,” said Forsyth, looking oub

of the window. “I say, I'd like you
to conmie cut and look at our pitch.”

“What for?” said Travers. “There’s
only one really good piteh in this
county. If you want to see the big
brother of a bili} ard -table, come along
to St. Frank’s—"

“My poor fellow,” interrupted For-

“your pitch at St. Frank’s is a
nlourrhcd field compared with ours!”

he
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“Oh, well, let's not argue,” said
Travers good-humouredly.

They went forth fo the playing-
fields, and they found that a few other
Helmford fellows had come out, and
were standing round, gazing owl-like
at the pitch with awe and reverence.

“Mustn’t walk on it,” said Forsyth
‘warningly.

“I believe you,” nodded vaers
“ Almost like a quagmire, isn't it

“You funny dummy!” snorbcd For-
syth. “I was just going to say that it
looked like a stretch of green velvet.

By Jove! Look at that grass! Look
how gloriously level it is!”
“That imaginalion of yours, old

man, is a gift,” said Travers enviously.
“You haven't seen our pitch at St
Frank’s lately, have you? Well, well!
If ever you want a treat—— Hallo!
Isn’t that a worm coming up for a;r?
Better sound the riof call! It's a pity
there are so many mole-hills, isn’t 1L?”

“Mole - hills!” shouted  Forsyth.
“Why, you ass, there’s not a blemish!
Trying to pull my leg, eh? Youre
jealous, my lad!”

"Travers grinned.

“ What about tea?” he suggested.

They went indoors again, and For-
syth provided such a handsome tea
that Travers became really cheerful.

“What time do you have to go
back?” asked Forsyth when they had
reached the cream-bun stage.

“Oh, I got a late pass,” replied
Travers. “Had to. Wnen I looked up
the bus time-table, I found there was
nothing between five-fifteen and seven-
forty-five. The five-fifieen’s too early,
and the seven-forty-five doesn’t crawl
into Bellton until nearly nine. Still,
Old Wilkey was decent about it, and T
got the pass.”

Unfortunately, just after six Forsyth
was called away. He raved pictur-
esquely.

“It's that blighting old dau‘..ercr,
Transom,” he said, in disgi u*t “He’s
the worst hound on two legs!”

“ A murderer of some sort?” inguired
Forsyth politely.
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“No;
Forsyth.

‘‘Very much the same thing.”

“He's got his knife into me lately,”
went on Forsyth bitterly. *Says I'm.
slacking—giving too much time o4
cricket. Can you believe it? As if a
fellow could give too much time to
cricket. And now, on a Saturday
evening, if you please, when I've got a
visitor, he drags me in for an exira
lesson. Just the two of us, and he’s go-
ing to make me swot under his very
eye! I call it criminall”

“The man ought to be flayed alive!”
said Travers. “People of thaf,  sory.
arew’t fit to live! We have* ¥t ddle
ters of the same breed at S'defuncp
and I sometimes regret il *'ushmg
has gone out of fashion in th
But don’t mind me, Forsyth, old eI
Go right ahead. T'll wander )ntr\) thB
town and do a bit of shoppin

But when Travers reached the, wide
high street, after bidding a sympathetic
farewell, the brief spell of sunshine was
aver. Heavy clouds rolled up again,
and rain was descending in torrents.

It was only twenty-pasisix, and
there was no bus until a quarter-to-
eight, so Travers decided to kill the
time in the big cinema which graced
the Helmford High Street. The bus
park was only a minute’s walk away,
so he could have nearly an heur and

a half of pictures.

As he approached the Aoyor, with its
brilliant elcctrlc lights, he halted in
his tracks, though stncrcn His
gaze was 1 stibly drawn towards
something wmch stood against the
ur
“This,” he mattered, “is sheer tor-
ture!” ;

He tried hard to walk on, but it was |
impossible. He had to examine that
marvellous motor-cycle, hstood |
against the kerb in the rain. Tt was
one of the very latest models—a
glorious thing of glittering chromium
and apple-green enamel. It was an
even finer machine than Travers late
model. On the tank was a little demon

my Form-master,” grunted

a
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figure, in bright red, exemplifying
speed.

’I‘ravers glanced across the pave-
mént st the shop, Oppocxte which the
motor-cycle was parked. It was an
optician’s estab ,shmmt and at that
moment the sim figure of a girl
emerged. Their eyes met, and recogni-
tion was instantancous and mutual.

“Well, well,” said Travers, raising
his eap. “The fair Irene herself, and,
unless I am mistaken, I see trouble in
those blue eyes!”

and T CHAFTER 4.

‘The bu pamsel In Distress.
_}‘_’Amms of the Moor View
J f\ . was a x.he girl, The fact
she was Edward Oswald
Hﬁ.ndwrm’s articular chum was proofl

encugh of that. Moor View and St.
Frank’s were less than half a mile
apart, and there were many healthy
friendships between the schoolgirls and
the schoolboys.

“Oh, Vivian, I'm in an awful mess!”
said Irene unhappily.

He looked her up and down. She was
wearing a light mac over her summer
frock, and there were mud splarhea on
it. Her silk stockings and her dainty
shoes were muddy, too.

“I wouldn't go as far as
protested Travers.
muddy, perhaps- 3
. I dom’t mean my clothes,” she
interrupted. “Ii's a thousand times
worse than #hat. I'm in a dreadful
hole, ,and I don't know which way to

to say that,”
“Just a little

Tmmrs swept off his cap.
‘“Command me, fair damsel in dis-
tress,” he said gqu‘anuy “If there
aught 1 can do to mitigate your
“peak. and I fly to do your bkidding.
;n Xolher words, what’s the troukle, old
She looked at him raiher hope-
lessly; then hor gaze strayed to thne
moter-cycle on the kerb, and suddenly

o
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her pretty face flushed, and 2 spa:xle
came into her blue eyes.

“Yes, you can help me!” she cried
breathlessly. “Oh, Vivian, you're the
onn Ienow out of a thousand who can

"You'll make me cenceited if you talk
like that,” said Travers warningiy.

“Please don't rot,” she urged. “It’s
deadly serious, Vivian. Look here, did
you mean it just now, when you offered
to help me?”

b OI course I did.”

“Then take me home—cn that
motor-bike.”

“What!”

“It's nothing to a chap like you,”
went on the g*)l eagerly. “You're the
finest rider at Frank’s. There's
time! I dent believe anybody else

could gc* me home befere seven, but
you ecan!

Vivian Travers’ heart nearly stopped
beating. He knew, in that second, .that
Irene Manners had heard nothi ing of
his troubles. IFor if she had known,
being the iittle sport she was, she would
never have made this request.

Not by any sign did Travers reveal
the thougnts that were passing in his
mind. He appeared to be calmiy con-
sidering the maiter, yet bis he: was
pounding now. The temptl: n was
(re‘nendcmQ

“What abeut the owner cf the velo-
cipede?” he asked suddenly.

“He's in this shop.”

“Mightn’t he object?”

“No, he won't mind—he’ll be glad to
lend you the bike,” said Irene. *O)
what’s the time? Camt I cxp.?m
later?” : .

“Plenty of time,” said Travers.
only twenty-three minutes past.”

He knew that he was a fool to listen.

ith his carcer at stake, he should
tell the girl just how things we: She
was probably cxaggera’ing,
She couldn’t be in much of a corner.
It would be a crazy thing to ride that
matm yele—in full dayhhht toc.

can tell you in two jiffeys,”
smd holding u):nm to his axm. “Asit

“It’s
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was raining this afternoon, I went over
to_ Caistowe with Merjorie and Doris.
W¢ were going'to tea at the vicarage. N

“A duty call, I imagine?”

“Of course! You don’t Lhmk we like
gomg to tea at vicarages?” said the

1. “Well, we met a friend oI ours—
ray Lampson, of the Caistowe High
School. I believe you know her.”

“Small girl—sharp nose—glasses,”
said Travers, nodding. “Rather sporty,
and game through and through. Yes,
you introduced me once. I gave her a
ride on my pillion, and she never
turned & hair.”

“That’s the girl,” said Irene.
while \ve were talking, her brother Jim
came salong—on this motor-bike. It
had smpped raining then, and the sun
was shining. Jim’s a nice boy, and he
offered to take me for a run on the
pll]mn and I felt reckless and agreed.”

Naughty, naughty!” said Travers
solemnly.

“Of course, it was_ terribly daring,
but I never imagined there'd be all this

rouble over if,” went on the girl

“Daring to go for a pillion ride?”

“Well, not really, I suppose,” said
Irene. “But Jim Lampson is three or
four years older than I am, and pillion
riding, in any case, is smcLly forbidden
by our headmistress. I took a chance
because I had my mac on, and Jim lent
me scme goggles, and I was sure I
shouldn’t be recognised.”

“Good luck to you!” said Travers.
“A girl's no good unless she has a bit
of spirit, and disobeys schcol rules now
and again. What I can’t understand is,
why doesn’t this Lampson bird take you
back?”

“That’s just it,” she saiq, in distress.
“While we were having tea here, the
rain came on again. We waited a bit,
but ten minutes ago Jim decided to
start. We were just getting away when
we had a bit of a skid. We didn’t come
off, or anything like that, but the sud-
den jerk made Jim drop his glasses,
and they smashed to atoms.”

“His gogegles, do you mean?”

“well,
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“He doesn’'t wear goggles; he's short~
sighted, like h_‘\s b ‘t as to wear!
glasses with v thick lenses,”™
said Irene, “ He Lun‘t see a yard with-
out them.”

“A chap like that oughtn't to he
allowed a licence.'

“He's all rmht with his glasses,
although he never does any speeding,
like you do,” said the girl.

“By Samson! With a machine like,
this, too,” said Travers, eyeing
thing of glory. “So I suppose he's il

clu:. shop, getting new lenses fitted?”

“Yes, and the optician s2id it’ll takel
at least half an hour,” replied Irene.
“And I must be in schoo 0eforé locks
ing-up, Vivian. That’s atseven o'clock
—in only just over halfan hour from
now.”

“Not much time to wasa, ™
agreed Travers smilingly, and giving no
sign of the hard thinking he was doing.

“You see, there’s no bus until aj
quarter to cight—I found that out first
thing,” continued the girl. “There’s no
train, either. What can I say to Miss
Bond if T get in an hour late? I can’
explain that I've been pillion riding,
because it’s forbidden. I can’t tz,ll her
that T've been out for a ride:

“No, you can’t tell her the truth—
and it’s a cert that you wouldn’t tell her
any lies,” interrupted Travers, with |
sudden crispness. “The best thing of °
all is to tell her nothing. And if you're |
to tell her nothing, you'll have to be in
before locking-up. Then she won’t ask
any questions.”

“1 shall be expelled if Miss Bond
nything about this,” said Irene

esperately. “You know thaf, Vivian,
don’t you? It’ll mean the sack for me.
Oh, please help me! Do!”

Such an appeal was more than he
could resist. Besides, there was a great
temptation. To ride again—to ride on
this glorious motor-bike! Yet in fair-
ness to Travers, it must be said that his
main thought was to save the girl from
getting into serious hot water. She did
not know that he was banned from
motor-cycling, and she had appealed to




im in her desperation. There was only
ne thing to be done.

After all, where was the risk? On a
Pwet evening like this, even in daylight,
who would see him or recognise him?
this fellow Lampson got
overalls?” he asked.

“Yes, of course,” said Irene. “A
crash helmet, too, with goggles f‘Ltea,
although he never uses the goggles.”

Travers nodded. He would use the
goggles. ‘What better disguise could he

"Its a go, Irene!” he sa.ui lmskly

“Qh, Vivian, youre a dear!”
Ticdwei~3njt a jiffey, T'11 fetch Jim.”
Left alene for a minute, Travers did
me more thinking. He was consider-
g the questicn of time—and the route
wonld take. Once through Banning-

he would take the Moor road, and
approach Irene’s school from the rear,
so that he would not have to pass St.
Trank's. He could easily do it within
the half-hour. Then he could get back
to Helmford by seven-thirty, or a few
minutes later, and comfortably catch
his bus.

Everything was fine. ¥e would have
a stolen ride, he would save Irene
Manners from expulsicn, and would get
back to St. Frank's at the appointed
time, and nobody would be any the
wiser,

A tall, thin youth came cut of the
optician’s shop with I He peered
eagerly forward at ers, giving
eloquent proof of his 5hort ~sightedness.

“Cutting it 4 bit fine, isn’t it?” he
asked. “‘Here, yowd better slip into my
overalls.” He handed them over. “My
sister was telling me about you,
Travers. %‘16 said your bike's better
than mine.”

*“She’s not much of a judge,” replied
Travers. “I didn't bring the jigger out
this afternoon on account of the rain.
Sqrc you’re willing to trust me?”

W Of course,” replied Jim Lampson.

You're a motor- cyclist—and a speed-
merchant, too, according to Sis.
Besides, we've got to get Irene back m
her school before calling-over.

she
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infernal optician says he’ll he another
twenty minutes, and that would do it
in properly. Il be waiting here when
you get back.”

“Good man!” said Travers. "' There's
just one thing. I want both of yeu to
pmmxse me that you'u say nothing
about this to a soul.”

“I don't understand,” said Irene,
staring,

“No reason why you should,” said
Travers calmly. “Just a whim of mine,
if you like. But there is a reason, alk
the same—no time to tell you now.
Please promise me, both of you, that
you won’t mention a word to a living
soul of my part in. this business.”

“Of course I promise,” said Irene.
“For my own sake alone I wouldn't say
anything. I don’t want the girls to be
talking about it, or it might get to Miss
Bond’s ears. And you can trust Jim to
say nothing.”

“In any case, 'm off for London to-
morrow, and I don't suppose I shall be

in these parts for months,” said Jim
Lampson.
‘Travers secured the final hook. Then

he fastened the crash-helmet - and

lowered the g

gles.
id. “Just half-past six.

refused to ride with him. She would
have taken her medicine pluckily,
rather than involve him in possible

disaster.

He got into the saddle, Irene
straddled the pillion, and the workman-
like, decisive way in which Travers
operated the kick-starter and engaged
his gears gave Jim Lampscn much com-
fort. He knew that his machine would
be safe in the hands of th ilful
driver. Travers got away splendidly,
and within a minute or two y ha
left the centre of the town behmd and
were taking to the wide main road.

Never in his life had the St. Frank’s
Removite experienced such exhilara-
tion as gripped him now. To feel that
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throbbing power unit beneath him was
inexpressibly joyous. He knew that he
was doing something forbidden, and
therefore it was all the more thrilling.
That reckleﬂs streak which was such a
prominent part of his make-up was now
in full control.

“Who cares?” sang his thoughts.

Speed—speed— specd! He revelled
in it, gloried in it. And that mach 'ne
under him was capable of very higl
speed, indeed. The roads were so wcb
that they were safe. Skidding was only
a remote possibility. Jim Lampson, in
slarting off, must have uck a greacy
patch, perhaps where L cebs were
accustomed to park. But here, on the
open road, the surface w ns dead safe.

Thirty—forty—fifty! The speedo-
meter, just beneath Travers’ nose,
remstcred the increasing speed. Travers
gloated, and Irene Manners chmv 1o
him confid fently. She was glorying in
the exhilarating speed, {oo.

The rain meant nothing—or, at leasu,
if it did mean anything, it was all
the good. For the road was virtually
deserted, and pedestris
ton would be few. Travers g)nned as
he openad the throttle wider. He would
streak through Bannington like light-
i and he was willing to wager a

rm’s pocket-money that notody would
recognise him.

Now that the die was cast and he was
actually on the adventure, he was
serencly happy. His hand was steady,
his eye sure, and he was as cool as ice.
1In order to reach the Moor View School
before seven, he would have to keep up
an average of over forty miles an hour.
Easy! Tie'd geb Irene home with five
minutes to spare.

Alonz a two-mile straight, where
there was no living soul in =1ght he got
that chor-‘:yc.le up to hevemy miles
an hour, and he took no risks.’ Down
to fort; approauhm"‘ a curve, down to
twenty-five on the curve itself, then
another straight stretch, with the
=pecdcmehcr needle creering up and up

that a hill, with the eneine

0
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throbhing with super power.
dip, slow again for a curv
once more.

“Too fast for YOh"' he yelled, hal
turning his hecad 1

Then g
e, and )

“‘Glorious!” d L(,De “What
driver you are, Vivian!

“You're telling me!” retortedfic
Travers, with a chuckle. A

Only a few miles from Banningto:
row, and the ride more rhan half oves
It seemed only a few utes  sing
ey  had  left Helmimd Traven
uced speed considerably, for thers
was & sharp ccrner ahead. Just rouny
the bend a re in g}armfm yelio
overalls was dingein ‘tne ve
middle of the road, w h outstretche:
arms. In a word, an A.A. scout.
was signalling to Travers {0 stop.

Only for a moment did Traver
hesitate. He was
with a rating

=

as he did, that minutes were precio
a low,

But there was
motor-car st

rakish-looki
side:
d body.

asly a "not(msb in distress, or th
AA. scout would not be signalling. j

Travers found it impossible to ignox
the courtesy of the road; Irene, greaﬁ
as her hurry was, would never forgivel
him if he “roadhogged” t"dlgnt pdot
That sort of thing simply sn't de
Besides, it would only take o moment,
He applied his brakes, slipped out thel
clutch, and came to a standstill, witks
engine ticking over.

“gorry to pull you up, sir,” said thej
A.A. scout, walking briskly up.
wonder if you'd mind telling the peopld
at the next garage—there’s cne
couple of miles down the road—to coms;
out here with a breakdown car?”

“R'g,ht » said Travers, and prepared]

AD he had anticipated, the delay was]
But befcre he could engag
gears and ip the clutch in, the Amc{
Taobile Association man had taken o)
step nearer.
“Well!” he

exclaimed, his weather-




d face breakmv into
“ you,

Q! m. rain-soa
i o

[ Travers .xarl recogni ”d the pmol—
an at the first moment, and now h
[isca the gogsles from his eyes.

d if T dash off, Reeves, do

“In a bit of a hurry.”
t you are, sir,” grinned th
A an, with a s! e at Ireno

These 5ounv "emle"wn in
e r have got ignition “trouble.”
ST tell them af the garage” said
ravers. ‘I really must be going .
“Oon!” came an exclamation
rene, ¢

He d ag<her, and found that
he was 100km§; acress the road at the
arke Travers lcoked, too, and
th, who had just climbed out of
zave Travers a mocking salute.
If he had possessed a tail and horns,
i rs could not have been

get you!

from

. the unscrupulous cad of
rank's Remove !

L
CHAPTER 5.

The Whip Hand.
FIING could have been more
staxred  than  this  meeting,
Yet, such is the perversity of
ings in this life, it was just what

ight have been expected.
A fellow will go out “dressed up to
he nines ” in the finest of weather,

1

nd he meet nobody of - conse-
uence. But let him go out in a shabby
uit and dirty collar, then he wiil

of the elite!

v W his goggles back
~0 place but hn knew that it was too
ate

neet the crea

“No good leckin’ thg stable after the
orse For-

2 has gone, old man,” said

g forward, his eyes glow

ith vindictive satisfaction. “By gad,

0es your mother know you're out—or,

&fr‘;r your pater?”
©

|j‘m' Sonp

understand,”  said
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a5t where you're wrong, dear
U durstimd perfectly,” replied
Forrest mockingly. “And the fair Trene,
too.” ad the grace to raise his
cap, “Just been out for a little spin, I
suppose?  How  delightful—but how
ky! Still, they say that forbidden
[rmt is the sweetest of all, don't they?”
“Shut up, confound you,” snapped
ving him a warning glance.

on’t worry,” grinned Bernard
“I'm a sport, and I'il keep
You can trust me not to tell a
soul.”

The . an naturally thought that
Forrest and
Ir"‘v herss eved that such
was the case. LLLtcr, she had her

ubts.

“Not your own machine. of course,”
continued Forrest. “I wonder it its
owner knows that by lending it to you
he had jeopardised your entire future?
You always was a reckless fellow,
Travers i

But the roar of the accelerating
engine drowned his words; Travers let

the clutch in so fiercely that the
mac! fairly leapt away, and Irene
rece! d a jolt. It was difficult for her

to quesuon l.u companion, for Travers
riving with fierce abandon.
His former cautmn on curves had gone;
he went tearing round at an alarming

delay had been longer than he
and within a minute

V' Le‘y, a mecn anic ‘xpgeuxed at once.
“There’s a car about two miles back—
ignition trouble,” shauted ‘Travers.
They want you to take your break-

down car out to them at once.’

‘' Right-ho, sir,” called the mechanic.
“I1l see to it.”

Travers waved, and a mcment 1ater
he and Irene were off again.

delay had been a matter of mero
sect but Travers knew how ruinous
the shortest of stops can be to a care-!
fully worked-out average.

‘He wasn't driving the x-otor-cvcle atf
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a dangerous speed now because he
liked it—but becaus Wwas o neces-
sity. He bad an awfnl fear that the
gates of the Meor View School would
be closed.

Greatly as he gloried in taking
chauces, Yhe had mever whipped through
Rannington at such a speed as cn this
occasion. Fortunately, the rain was
so heavy that there was little or no
traffic, and even the police were con-

spicuous by their absence.

With the machine leaning over at a
hairraising angle, they tore round into
2 side road—a short cut. With engine
roaring, and cchomf' against the walls
on either hand, they shol oub of the
town, and reached tl‘e mocr road.

Here Travers “gave her the gun”
and in a few moments the motor-cycle
was going all out on that barren, empty
TOoa Sixty—seventy—seventy-three!
Tven Irene, trustful of Travers as she
was, became alarmed

“Ohn, go slower!” she panted, cling-
ing to Travers with both her slim arms
round his body. “It isn't worth it,
Vivian.”

22

So gr was the rush of wind past
his ears that he did not. hear her,
although he knew she had uted
something. He bent lower, his gaze
slued to the road shead. ~On-—on,
sying. At last, the lonely
mill—then the curve,
a leﬂ. behind. With grating
brakes, Travers pulled v The wall of
the Moor Vzew School was no
dred yards ahead; the gales W

“How's {ha he said
*Jus 1o seven
s wel
a Vivian!”  ex-
clmmed Irene, he es xh ning.  “I
never drewmpi 0 \' /hat a
p:ty We Im that
“ Forget “Fraers
“Better buck up now—-"

“But just a minute,” wrged the girl,
grasping his arm. “What did Forrest
mean? What was that he said abouy
your career being in danger?  And

oF
why should he
s
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say thal he

o
%

* Gas, my uu«eethm"tfuurc o
plied Trave: “Now, trot along in, @
all my va nt efforts will have beg
for nothing.”

“I think you're u brick—and I thai
you ever so much,” said the girl wa rml;

"I do hope you woqt get into a
trouble over it” 3

She ran off, reached the gate, an
gave a final wave as she disappeared
Travers sighed and turned his macl
round. 1

“Handy's a lucky bh(»hter to ha\e
like that foe his T aE
ed. “As for Fmrpf L'\erc ng
g to worry He's one of tH
iggest liars in the ;cnool, mxd nobod

il believe him if he talk:

He decided- that he, lunmrr\fﬂ
adopi a lofty, indifferent attitude. i
would neither deny nor acknowleds
Forrest's stor, Forrest was <
enough to spread it about. After a
it was only Forrest’s word. He had g
actual proof.

Travers rode back at high speeds
but not (ngcmu\ 4

m(‘an! {0 ve a wo
Forlem\ bui_the sports car had nof
vanished, Evidenily the 1ep";r m:

had done a satisfactory
in Helmford, Trav
Lampson waiting—dul,
new_glasses.
‘Every(hvnb all serene,’ said
Travers, as ke handed the nn(lu
over. “I got her back in time,
there’s nothing for you to worry aboul
“Very sporty of you,” said the ot]
“But you must have set the road
fire,” %
“Who wouldn't—on a machine 1
(hxs‘ * yeplied Travers. ‘‘She’s a
es all right now?  Good!
geftmg along to my bus.”
That bus ride home, after his recet
speed-ridiug, scemed even slower thd
he outward journey, and Trave

chafed and fretted more than e
But Belton was reached on sched
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time, and Travers duly reported himself
to a prefect with his pass. So every-
{hing was all right.

The adventure was over—but the con-
sequences of that mad hour was only
just beginning!

Travers fully expected that Bernard
Forrest would bring up the unwelcome
subject of the motor-bike in the Com-
mon-room.  But_ Forrest never men-
tioned a word. True, on the Sunday
morning he happened to meet Travers
in the lobby of the Ancient House, and
he grinned.

“‘One of these days youll take a
h"h,.nce—aﬂd it'll turn round and bite
you,” he remarked. “I'd go easy, if T
were you.” #

That was [Forrest's only ‘reterence to
the affair; #nd Travers began to think
thait he’mad misjudged the dandified

~leader of Study A. Instead of talking

amongst the fellows about the incident,

Fo'rcsc kept mum—as he had promised.

“Queer!” decided Travers. “But

1 dare say the fellow-has a laLulL spark
. of decency in him somewher

So it seemed to have blovm over. No-
body else had been a witness, no ques-
tions were asked, and Travers began to
wonder if it would be possible to steal
another forbidden ride, on a future
occasion.  He was consoled by the
thought that he had refused to promise
his father anything. So, in taking
that ride, he had not broken any
pledged word. True, if Mr. Travers
heard of it, he would come down with
a hard hand. But that possibility was
so remote that it was not worthy of
Consideration.

Thus, Wednesday came.

It was a glorious morning, and the
St. Frank’s Junior XI had a,match
on for the afternoon against Ba*mmg-

on Grammar School.  Travers had
already selected his team, and the list
i‘dd been put on the board over mgm

“I think we ought to win,” said
Nlpper after early morning p: act)ce at
the nefs. “you're in tip-top form just
now,  Travers. Grammarian
bowlers Wwon't be able to touch you.”
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“You're not so bad yourself,” rcphcd
Travers. “Handy's improving, too

“What do you mean-—imj g2
demanded Handforth, “That xmphes
th’\t I've been off form.”

“Have you ‘orgotten the
match, old feliow?”” murmured Travers.

“Rats! I'll admit T scored a duck,
but that was a fluke,” gxowled Hand-
forth. “To-day I'm going to get my
century.”

*I hope you're right,” said the skip-
per. “I don’t mind telling you, Handy,
mat yours was the doubtful name on
my list.”

“If you're irying to pull my leg-

“Not at all,” said Travers. “It was
a tossup between you and Gresham.
So I tossed up—head you, tails Gres-
ham, The coin came down heads, 50
I put your name in.”

Handforth was aghast.

“Do you mean to stand there and
tell me that you decided on a chap for
the team by tossing a coin?” he de-
manded.

“‘Why not?”

“But that was gambling—with me!”
roared Handforth.

“If that’s so, old chap, we gamble
every time we start a match,” replied
Travers urbanely. ‘‘Don’t we toss as to
which side should bat first?”

“That's different,” grunted Hand-

0 “Besides, why should you have
ubts about me. I've never heard
of such nerve!

“Well, don’t get hot about it,” smiled
the c.xptam “You're in—Gresham’s
out. Just as well, perhaps, because 1
hear that he strain a tendon at
practice yesterday.”

“Have you got anybody else in mind
in case I turn bilious, or something?”
asked Handtorth sarcasmually

Torrest, perhaps.’

“Forresi!” howled the burly leader
of Study D. *“Youd give my place to
that cad?”

“I'm beginning to think he's not so
bad as he’s painted,” replied ‘Travers,
with more earnestness than his tone im-
plied.  “You've seen how he’s been

shott
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W or}dng at the nets?
He's shaping well.
low’s everyday faults mu,
to interfere with his cricket.
mention two or three County men, daz-
zlingly brilliant on the field, \vho are
perfect outsiders in private life.”

-
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“youre talking rot” said Hand-
forth, “Only decent chaps play
cricket.”

“The illusions of extreme youth are
very beautiful,” said Travers, shaking
his head. “Keep them as long as you
can, Handy.”

He strolled away, smilin

“You-—you burbling fatl " be-
gan Handforth.
“Cheese it!” grinned Nipper. “Don’t

you know Travers by this time? He
,\ms only kidding you.”

“Oh, was he?” snorted Handforth.
“Well, a chap who talks like that
oughtn’t to be junior skipper! Why
the dickens don’t you get hold of the
weins again?”

“Because I'm likely to be called amw
any day,” replied Nipper.
admit that the chances are gemm
more remote. I believe my guvnor is
going through that forgery case with-
out me. Still, I'm happy enough.
‘Travers is doing well, and good Iuck to
him.”
Travers,
Study H.
words, Sir James Pott
coming out.

*‘Oh, here you are,” said the school-
boy baronet “There’s a visitor for you,
old man. T didn’t quite like the atmos-
phere, so I cane out.”

Travers went into the study. and
found Bernard Forrest lounging com-
fortably in an easy chmr

“The very man,” he said, without
altering his position. “I'm here to talk
about cricket, Travers. ?

‘‘ Again?”

meanwhile, had reached
Jimmy Potts—in other
Bart.—was just

“I'm a persistent chap,” nodded For-
rest. “Better shut the door. This
talk of ours must be private.”

There was a subtle difference in Ber-
nard Forrest’s tone; on previous occa-
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sions he had been polite, even humblg
Now he was arrogantly confident.
square look came into Travers' ja
“What's the racket?” he askegd
bl\lm.l . |
“No racket, old boy,” said Forres§

I want a place in the eleven for thig
afternoon’s match, that's all.”
My team is made up, and you knog

it.

“Can’t you make an alteration?”

“I could; but I'm not going to.”

“Somehow,” said Forrest, “I thi
you are. Youre going to give me m;
place In the team m duy Travers, &
you're going to like

He rose o his feeL vith lanasiid e
and grinned with moc}»;&; triumph. #

“You're using a qucor&(tone," sal
Travers steadily. “No cri &
worth his salt allows a fello
to him—-"

“There are exceptions in every rule]
said Forrest. “‘I'm diclating to yoil
Travers, and you're going to do nothing
about it—except do as I tell you.. Ha
you, by any chance, forgotlen ‘Satus
day evening?”

“For the love of Samson!" ejaculat@
Travers, eyeing his companion up an
down. “So that’s it! As you hal
said nothing, I had given you  th
credit of being decent. Well, well!
was a wise man who said that
Jeopard can’t change his spots. You'f
even more contemptible than I
lieved.”

‘' You can't upset me by calling mf
names,” said Forrest_calmly. “I'H
prepared for abuse. But the fact r¢
mains that you'll put me in the tea

Travers began to roll up his sleeves

“Will you go out of the study
quietly?” he asked, “or shall I thro
you out?” 4

Forrest read the flashing dangé
signals in the Junior captain’s ey

and he dropped his mockery. 4

“Youwll give me my place, or I'll
your pater know that you disobeye
his orders,” he said.

“You worm!” said Travers in dif
gust, ‘Do you think I'm frightened
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vour threats? My word is better than
yours, and you can do your worst.”

“Would you lie about it?”

“I'm not above indulging in a few
lies if the occasion demands,”
retorted Travers. “In any case, I'd
rather lie like a trooper than s
to your blackmailing tactics.
made myself plain?  Will you now get
posved

staying right here,” replied
you've
forgott If your father knew about
wour motor-bike ride on Saturday, youwll
yet taken away from the school.”
“1 11 risk i

And a certam fair-haired, blue-eyed

‘ohngﬁa #ly will be sacked from Moor

I
“ou heard me.”
“Why, confound you, yoa dont mean
Travers paused, ag] “You
wouldn't do a thing like that Forrest" .
“I shan't be able to help myself,” re-
plied Forrest. “If I let the cat out of
the bag as far as you are concerned,

Irene Manners’ name is certain to come

out, too. Hard luck on her, of course.
Her headmistress will hear about 1 3
she'll make inquiries, and the fair Irene
is certain to get it in the neck.”

“You hound!” said Travers hoarsely.
“you low, scheming, dirty hound!
CGet cut of here and do your worst!
Shout it from the housetops—and I'll
deny every word! The fellous will
believe me sooner than you.

r‘orrcsn grinned.

“Have you forgoLLcn the A.A. scout?”
Ld gently.

Jump(}d
R('u’es. the A.A. scout, is my trump

card,” went on Forrest before his victim
could speak. “I wouldn't dream of
lthl‘)\llZ my pal Hardacre; he was
me in that sports car, you re-
ber. It was his car, and I was ouf
f'n a run with him. But well forget

im. Reeves will be my star witness if
Fou push things to the 1i

Travers was suddenly comfortcd.
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“Reeves is a thoroughly decent man,”
he said. “I've known him for a long
time. He wouldn't be a party to any

dirty trickery.”

Exactly, agreed Forrest calmly.
“That’s just the point. Reeves' honesty
an \sorth will clinch the

prouucod as such.”

Travers was his

silent;
ingenious brain was trying to work out
some escape from this trap.

active,

“I've got you here,” said Forrest, tap-
ping the palm of his hand. “What's
more, Travers, I'm going to use you.
You won't like it, of course, but thatil

make no difference.- Yowll do as I say
or—poof ! —up goes your number!”

Travers was not thinking of himself;
his thoughts continually went back
Irene. That A.A. scout had seen the
girl; he probably knew her by sight,
perhaps by name. If Forrest “spilt the
beans” the Moor View girl would be
involv At last Travers appreciated
Forrest’s silence. He had kept quiet in
order to further his own ends. Travers
dare not speak for fear of spoiling his
career; Irene Manners dare not speak
for fear of getting the sack; and
Forrest had kept the secret because he
saw that he could make profit out of

“There’s no reason at all why we
shouldn’t keep this little affair to our-
selves—just the ee of us” said
Forrest, as he sat on a comct of the
table. “You, Irene, and m

Travers glared at him.

“Keep the girl's name out of it!" he
muttered.

“‘Why should I?” said Forrest coolly.
“8he’s in the know, isn't she? Well,
what's your answer, Travers? Am I in
the team for to-day’s match?"”

“No!" replied Vivian Travers curtly.

He had made up his mind, and he
stared defiantly mto Forrcsts eyes.

“You don’t mea

“I mean that you can go ahead—and
be hanged to you!” said Travers,
“Rather than submit to your cons
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founded blackmail, TI'll take my
medicine.”

Bernard Forrest got off the table,
startled. This did not suit his book at
all, Travers was not crumpling up in
the approved manner.

“I suppose you realise what it
means?” he said unplmsanily.

“I realise everything.”

“Do you!” sneered Forrest. “I'm not

bluffing, Travers. If you don't do as I
teil you I'll go straight out of this study
and I'll send a telegram to your
father!”

“Go ahead!”

“He gave you his oxders about a week
ago, and you can be certain that he’ll
come straight down,” continued Forrest.

el only need to question the A.A.
man and he’ll know that you disobeyed
him. Reeves knows nothing of the
issues, and he’s honest, anyhow. When
your pater questions him he’ll promptly
say that he saw you on a motorbike on
Saturcay evening—with a girl on the
pillion.”

“Yes, T realise that,” said Travers.

“You needn’t think you can bribe
Reeves—"

“I leave dirty trickery of that sort to

your kind!” snapped Travers. ‘“Reeves
{s the honourable employee of an
honourable association, and I shan't
interfere with him.”

“Then your pater will know the
truth.,”

“So what?” said Travers steadily.

“You know what, you ‘fool! Hell

take you away from St. Frank’s.”

“Well, it's my funeral,” said ’I‘m\ ers.
“rd rather leave the school than

nd Irene?"

“You made one mistake, For
said Vivian Travers, “YouTe assumir
that Reeves recognised Ireme. I don't
believe he did. I will admit to my pater
that I had a girl on the pillion, but her
name won't come out.”

“But I'll see that it does.”

“Are you really as contemptible as all
that?” ~ asked Travers in disgust.
“yould you get a girl disgraced just
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for the sake of vindictive spite?
I'm not worrying. I know my pater.
I adm

But
1f

further inquiries.”

nit my own guilt hell make no .

Forrest was as calm as a panther,

and he played his ace.
t you are the one who has
made a mistake, Travers,” he said
silkily. “Your opinion of the fair Miss
Manners seems to be pretty lew.”
Travers start
“What do you mean?”’
fiercely.
" Well my opinion of Irene is high,”
replied Forrest. “T1l
know when she took a pillion ride wit

he asgked

bet she didn’t |

you that you had been banned_frsm

xg)o(or cyclmg Otherwise she (\, Jouldn’s

ve—

{Gub it short!” snapped Wres: s

“What are you gettmg at?” 4
“Isn't it simple?” asked Forre\t.
“When Irene hears thaL you are being
taken away from the school for disobey-
ing your pater, what will she do? Just
sit tight and say nothing? Is she that
ind of girl? Do you think shel let
you sufler and g0, .,cot free herself?”
“You—you
“Save grinned Forresf, his
{riumph compleﬁe “You know what
Irene will do, don’t you? When she
hears of your trouble she’ll go straight
to your pater and tell him the truth;
I'm not a fool. I guess that you weré
rushing her home so that she Mould be
in time for locking up. Shell tell your
pater that you rode that motor-bike for
her sake. So, even if your pater relent.s
and allows you to remain on at
school, Irene will have to take the mp
“My father wouldn't peach on her,™
said Travers, grasping at his last straw:
“You're assuming that the inquiry
would be private,” retorted Forrest, re—
lentlessly pressing his advantage. *
unless you knuckle under to me I'll sce
that the whole school knows of your
adventure. The fellows will talk,
Irene’s name will be on every lip, and
the Beaks at her school are certain to
hear. Make no mistake, Travers—you
won't be able to avoid a public inquiry
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1£ you press me to the limit, and a public
inquiry will mean ‘finis’ for Irene
panners. Therell be such a scandal
that Miss Bond will be compelled to
make an example of her to restore the
me of the Moor View School.”
ernard TForrest had played h)s h'md
in a brilliant, masterly wa

Travers saw at last that he was hmc«
lessly in the trap. There was no way
out of this tangle. Forresl held the
whip-hand.

CHAPTER 6.
hiandforth Goes O the Deep End.
D!SGR@CEAdisasLerA n!

Vivian Travers would have
taken his own medicine like &
but to involve Irene Manners in
ster was unthinkable. It would be
act of a cad. For her sake, if not
his own, he must submit to the
re of Bernard Forrest's thumb.
He saw it all clearly.. There was no
scape. Even if the inquiry was prna*e
—even if the Removites rallied round
s to defeat Fozrcst and keep
na; —there were
malicmus tongues.
nat Irene would get

o

P n‘.y of

There was the risk th

into cricus trouble.
ell?”  came

Forrest’s mocking
inquiry.
His voice galvanised Travers
Fury blazed from his eyes, and

into

with clenched fists he leapt at his
lnrmemor
“You unutterable cad!” he panted

would ln\e been marr
;fa'.lzo,cred {0 the other side of the study
ab)

“You fool!” he qnm‘led “I dida't
co\m here to fight-
“Bu u're going to fight,” sald

y. “Ill smash you, you

now thoroughly alarmed,

2T

whipped up a chair and held it in front
of him. Against such a barrier Traygrs'
fists were useless.

“Thig’ll do you mo good, confound
you!” panted Forrest. “Keep back!
You're whacked, ‘and you know it.”

Travers' rage was short-lived. He
suddenly dropped his fists, Brawling
Jike this was undignified and foolish.
He was only giving a clear proof of his
helplessness. And if he smashed Forrest
to pulp, he would precipitate the very
disaster he was so anxious to avoid.
For Forrest, thus pulped, \\ould go the
whole hog.

“Silly, isn't it?” said Travers £0
coolly, so urbanely, that Forrest stared.
“Put that chair down. I'm not going to
hurt you.”

Forrest lowered the chair cautiously.

“You win,” went on Travers. “A
sensible fellow when he finally realises
that he’s in the hands of a blackmailing
crook submits like a gentleman.,

“Am I in the team?” asked Forrest

gloatingly.
“Yes, youre in the team,” said
Travers. “Now get out, will you, or do

you want to stay here and crow?
better warn , you that I'm
submitting—'

“For Irene’ ’s sake!™
“Noble, chivalrous chap

“If girl wasn't m volved in the
matter Id kick you
Bellton,” said Travers steadily.
know it, Forrest, and you're taking
advantage— ut why discuss it any
longer? T'm knuckling under. What
more do you want? Aslong as you keep
absolutely mum and say nothing about
Irere we'll carry on.”

“You can trust me,” grinned Forrest,
as he strolled to the door. “It’s & go,
No reason why we shouldn’t be

ony

snscxcd Forrest,

€’s N0 reason Mxy we should,”
retorted Travers. ““Get o

Forrest was wise ulou>h to geparf
without uttering any further taunts!

He had won the day, and he was
satistied. -
Alone, Vivian Travers sat down with
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a feeling
despmdehcy
There was no way out of this fix. He
was tied hand and foot. Bernard
Forrest held him in a strangiehold.
And to know that he was in the power
of 5wh a cad was an unpleasant
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of heavy, overwhelming

s mmhty ugly,” he told himself
xmy cool. “Yet there must be some
way out. Forrest’s a schemer—but I'm
something of a schemer, too. Vivian, old
fellow, you've got to put your wx(s o
work. Somehow or other you've got to
turn the tables on this slug!”

He was consoled by the thought. For
the time being he would submit—yes,
he would allow Forrest to believe that
he was submitting meekly. But sooner
or later he would find a way out, pnd
then he would turn the tables.
all else, he must save Irene Marmers
from any possible trouble, and to
ensure that he must keep quiet and
obey Forrest's orders.

Admittedly he could think of no solu-
tion to the problem, but he was ready
to back his wits against Forrest’s. He
would play the fox; he would wait.
Meanwhile, there was likely to be a spot
or two of unpleasantness.

Travers shrugged.

“When an unple:

::>

ant thing has to
be done, the best course is to do it with
a smile,” he decided. ‘‘But, by Samson,
therell be a day of reckoning for this!”

His face was drawn and h: wgnrd h.s
eyes moody. Yef, iive minutes
when he strolled cut_into the Shh
Triangle, he had corapletely masked his
ale emotions. He was the same
smiling, irrespensible Travers of old.

A yell, long and loud, suddenly
sounded in the Ancient House lobby.
Thue could be no mistaking that roar-

e. It belonged to the one and
andforth.
Mac! Churchy!”
Hand 3 “Look “at this!”
andforth, h‘mng chang from hxs
nels, had just come down, and
ding against the notice-k
ce was red, and his eyes were

58
e

bellowed
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fierce.  Church and
coming downstairs.
Travers, outside, leaned against th
masonry, idly filing his finger-nails.
“What’s up, Handy?” asked Churc]
from the stairc:
“Look at this!
orth.

McClure  wer

thundered Hand-

1
Church and McClure hurried down
and inspected the notice on the board
it was the list of names of thej
Junior XI team. i
“Hailo!” smd f"hu.rch
crossed off,
Handfarth & Cd to spezak, but failed.
“And Forrest's is substituted,” said
McClure.
Handforth appeared to be dxo’
“A joke, of course,” said Ch
“A joke!” howled Handfo by,
coming arnculace at last. “Do ou call,
it a joke to cross my name O Just §
wait until I cqtch the blxtheuvw 1dxob
who did thi:
“It’s flmny" said Mac, frowning.

“Your name's’

i € ¢ you c'\ll it funny to play monkey'
tricks—-"
“I don't mean fuxmy in that sense.”
interrupted the Scottish jur “Look'
hels Travers himself has inil ed this
alteration, and that malkes it official.”

Handforth’s eyes appeared to be in
danger of popping out of his head.

“It must be a forgery!” he gasped. |
“Travers himself wouldn’t play such a ¢
low-down trick—-o" k

“It’'s a point you can easily settle,”
interrupted Church. “Travers is on!y
Jus(, cumac, sunning himself on the |
steps.” i

Handforth spun round and strede out.
Vivien Travers, still filing his finger-

na. not even look up. He knew

quite well that the storm was about to-
hurst but he was prepared for xt

In some WS he was a whin
of fellow, ar.d he knew that
H'Inafol“h s name off he wo

tihe one member of the tear
be trusted to “‘raise Cain.” Any one of
the othi ellews would have ot

’mmx,tmre cyclone. TFor Han
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nce of Handforth,
Vi ever, Travers had considered the
matter, and he had come to the con-
clusiont that he had no alternative. It
was Handforth or nobedy. For, prior to
that interview with Forrest, he had
publicly said that Handicrth's name
had been the only doubtful cne on the
list. Therefore, in order to be con-
sistent, Handforth had to be dropped.
£ , you!” said Handforth aggres-

sive
Imvm took no notice.
L hf‘:,', ‘Travers, you bounder!”
g to me?” asked Travers,

moml g up.
“Didi’t you hear me the first time?”
“I Thought vou were calling to some
“You

explained Travers mildly.

nded like a feudal lord bellowing
of his serfs.”

about my
of to-day’s
uemandgl !I.An\lmxm tracu-

I know everything about it, old
g T, with my little

ssed your nome off.

ke is a joke,

w rumxy idiot

“Umomnately, this isn’'t a joke,”
sald Travers gently. ““mrv Handy,
old v, but after s -4 yau at the

ver, I've decided U() C'WC le a.

andforth gaped.
‘Yau re xnt serious?” he babbled.
“P rfc(llv

n that you're playing For-
h)!)<tr‘0d of my shouted Hand-

“NO need to throw a fit, old fellow,”
sald Travers calmly. “I feel that I
OWe you an apology—so I here
3boloq<e I shouldn't have put yc.n'
ham do in the first place. But a
ket a‘\(ppcr after all, has as much
% to change his mmd as anybody
else. So that's all there is to it.”

He nodded and strolled away.
forth was

Hand-
s0 thunderstruck that he
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of course—but not with the volcanic stood with his m’)\“n opening and shut—
a fre
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ing like

aunt,”  said
n’t a joke at all,

T S ually dropped
Handy out of the team.”

Before McClure could reply, an abso-
lutely fiendish yell came from Hand-
forth. His face was red and mottled,
and his eyes had a dazed look in thern.
’ he panted, staring
ay did he go?”
Without waiting to be informed, he
ed indoors, d in the lobby he
:to Nipper and Tre-
gellis-West and Tommy Watson, So
Violent was the impact that they all
went flying.

“Begad

gasped Sir Montie, res-
caing his pince-nez in the nick of time.
“Is it an earthquake, or have we
started another war?”

“Where is he?” thundered Hand-
forth.

There was a wild, dangerous look in
eye now, and Church and McClure,

U ng up, grabbed him.

“Easy, old man!” said Church
urgently.

“Where’s Travers?” hooted Hand-
forth.

“What do you want Travers for?”

asked Nipper. “Are you going to
murder him, or something?”

“Haven't vou scen the notice-
board?” bawled Handforth. “Travers

has cut me oub of the team!”

“What

“Ar‘.d ’s given my place to For-
Tes nued the leader of Study D,
m '\ strangled voice. “Do you under-

nd that? To Forrest! He's given
mv place to that smoky outsider!
Where is he? Either he puts me back
in the tcam, or I'li slaughter him!”
He went raving about the school like
& human hurricane. No sooner had he
vanished through West Arch than
vaels himself appeared from East
Arch.

“What's the idea of playing monkey-
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tricks with Handy?” asked Nipper,
ra!kmg up. “You know how touchy
he is.

“Is that my fault?” interrupted
Travers. “I'm cricket skipper, an
T've come to a certain decision. Why
all this fuss?”

“You mean that you're pl 2ying For-
resc in Handforth’s p]ac

“Certainly I am,” said Travers.
“Why shouldn't I? Forrest is good,
and he deserves—— Well, we'll let it
go at that.”

He felt that be could not trust him-
self to state what Bernard Forrest
Geserved. But there was no doubt that
Forrest was definitely in the team.

Durm" morning lessons, Hardfort,h
¢ a caged tiger. He got into
2 with Mr. Crowell so many times
e grew indifferent to the imposi-
tions which were showered upon him.
It was only when the Form-master
threatened to cancel his hailf-holiday
Lhat he calmed down.

rs remained as cheerful and
e uS ever—to all outward

ne
st glcawd blatantly, and with
xle conceit. He could not have
triumphant if he had p,'"lned
e through merit, and not
unscrupulom scheming. He
tic! by the fact
was
t distiked the.open,
ndferth more than any
f(}JOW m thx. Remove.

2t Travers
v 2p,” sald Handforth
l, tterly after lessons.

He had got over his rage now, but
he was very hurt. If amazed him to
find that most of his Form-fellows took
a very casual view of the situation.
They sympathi -d with him, and, in
the mam they consldsrui hat Travers

‘done the dirty” on him; but

only laughed v«HFn he cuggeswd
t Travers should be foreibly pitched
OLL of the captaincy and sent to
Ceventry.

hey
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“It's only one of his fits,”
Church soothingly.  “Travers is I
that, you know. He does all sorts
unexpected things.”

But why pick on me?” demand
Handforth gruffiy. “Tll bet he's wil
because his pater has forbidden
to ride a motor-bike, By George,
it! He's been pining and bottl]
up, and now he’s venting his spite

me
“Rats!” said McClure. “He b
missed his motor-bike at all-
0, thab you would notice, anyhow.
e’s deep,” said Handfort
“Hes as deep as a giddy welit
how, I've finished with him
going to speak to him again!”,
*“ Now, don't be an ass—-"

E-

and begs me o speak to him,
refuse! I wash bim right out—
Travers!”

The i

andforth.

Come cut to the nets
d bring r‘O“T(’@t
’ practice each,
»)ata bct*H than I do, I'll—
“Sorry, old son; it can't
rn sod mtcuumcd Travers.
skipper do you th
canr fool about with the team LK
that. I dare say Il be able to put ya
in the eleven
He walked on, and Handfort:

t Church and McClure were g

sport!
now—

be

m
“\Vh’\ts the joke?” he asked
x‘lc'cusly

ought you said you were rev
gning to ak to Travers
asked Chu
“By George!” exclaimed Ha

mth a smrt. “I'd forgotten that!”

w’hcn the Grammarians arrived




bright smiling, and
0on was b Ulj hot. The
a clear sk crystal blue,

DJ m ras the <hﬁnLes‘L of breezes
offset, “the heat.

The Grammarians won the toss, and

lected to bat first. So Travers and his

nen took the field, and the unhappy

andforth for once moped along the

oundary as a spectator.

«well, I don't like Forrest, and I
v ot much of an opinion of him
5 a cricketer,” he growled. “But for
sake, I hope he plays a good
By George! If he doesn't—-""
wirst and last, Handforth was a
portsman; and bitter as his feelings
he wished Forrest well—mow
o was definitely in the team.
others, not so sporting, who
preyed that Forrest would
atches, and get dismissed for a

Travers, oulwardly so calm and un-
isturbed, was actually  seriously
pffected. He showed nothing; every-
pody believed him to be his own placid,
evel'headed self. But he wasn't. Be-
hind all his seeming calmness he was
i with rage against Forrest. His
S upseb: his mind was dis-
s wers of concentration

riking contrast to his usual play,
e proved to be the poorest member of
he team to-day. He neglected to change
the wiing, when the bowlers were ob-
ing the kind of stuff the

fously delive €!

oatsmen liked; he was slow in fielding,
and

he missed two or taree good

knew that he was making a bad
Show, and he tried hard to pull himself
ogether. Consequently, he was erratic.
For five or ten minutes he would be as
rilliant as ever; then he would allow
thoughts to Wander and his interest
the game—that vital interest which
s Jhecessary in ericket—dwindled.
“What's the matter with the man?”
demanud Handforth

irritably. “Did
POU see that throw-in just now? He
Fent the ball to the wrong end.  If he
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had been a bit nippier he might have
gob the fellow out.”

“He’s off colour,”
ing his head.

They were standing near the pavilion,
and, attracted by girlish voices, they
glanced round. Irene Manners was
approaching, and with her were Doris
Berkeley and Marjorie Temple and

Mary Summers. The four Moor View
girls locked very fresh and dainty in
their summer frocks.

“Why, Ted!” exclaimed Irene, as she
came up. “You're not playing!”

Handforth gave a careless shrug.

“Must give somebody else a chance,”
he said, with a feeble smile.

“But you always play in the schcol
games,” said Irene. “You're not unfit,
are you?”

“‘Travers turned him down,” said
Church, somewhat tactlessly. “Cut him
right out, and gave his place to For-
rest.”

“I don’t believe it,” said Irene stoutly.

“Vivian Travers wouldn’t do a thing
like that.”

“Oh, wouldn’t he?” fumed Hand-
forth, all his old animosity returning.
“Well, that’s just what he did do, the
bounder! T've finished with him.
We're no longer on speaking terms.”

“But Vivian is such a sport—"
began the girl

“You don't know him.

“But I do know him,” said Irene con<
fidently. “I know him very well, in-
deed. There must have been some
gond reason for him dropping you,

said Church, shak-

“Spltc,” said Handforth gloomily.
“He can’t take it out of his pater, so
he’s taking it out of me.”

“But I don’t understand.”

“Oh, it’s nothing—perhaps I ought
not to have mentioned it,” said Hand-
forth. “Great Scott! Travers is
changing the bowling at last. _ Abous
time, too! He’s putting Jerry Dodd on
:Lt thac end. Now we shall see some-

,

e other girls had drifted away, and
Church and McClure had wandered off,
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tco. Handforth and Irene were left by
themselves.
“What did you mean about Travers

being  spiteful towards his father?”
ﬁ'ck(’d
“Oh’ that motor-bi ness.”
“Motor-bike! red Irene, with
tle jum 1 thought-

Ju
I‘rave‘s been ta ng about last

“Suurday?” repeated Handfort]
“Nothing happened on Saturday. He
over to Helinford, I believe—by
came back by ’bus, tco. Be-
couldn’t have been niotor-
on Saturday.”
Why not?”

“Because of his pater.”

“Ted, you really are asperating,”
cried Irene, pulling him by the arm.
“Can’t you forget the game for a
ute?  What has Travers' father to
vith moter-cycling?”

“By George! You haven't heard,
h @forth, looking at her

\wt‘x- sﬁrg;rlsv “ No, I suppose you
wouwldn’t hear a thing like that. You
remember the Midshott match?  Well,

Travers was coming home on his
mcmr bike, he had a terrific crash. I
meant to tell you, but we Laven't scen
much of one another la
our cricket your te
yes,” interrupted L.hﬂ girl
b about it.
2

with

ou e a tr
other thought.
v I bet Trsvers has been think-
of it ever since,” said Handforth.
pater came down here, raving like
1 n; Forbade him to ever ride
another motor-bike, and threatened all
sorts of awful consequences if he did.
Thats why he went over to Helm!
Saturday by ’bus.”

Irene was very steriled.  In a fla
she remembered how Travers had hesi-
tated on that wet evening. At the time
she had thought nothing of it, bub
VoW

“What will his
okeys?” she asked.

af

father do if he dis-
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“Oh, nothing much—only take
away ho‘n ihe scheol”

“What!

“Pact, » said Handforth, “His
told him that if he rides a mere
mile on a motor-bike, helll take
straight away from St. Frank's, §
shove hira in an office. Ee won't gof
to the ’Varsity, or anything. One hl
ride, and zip— career fizzles out.
can be joily certain that Travers, ref
less as he is, won't take a risk of
sort.”

Iren° was silent. It was just as §
Handfortn was nob locking at M

d

pa)lcr in hcr pw‘uy f:»ce he would
L‘(d fnghtﬂncd cek ind

intensified a |
So he had risked his very carcer
her sake. To save her from expuld
he had taken that awful chanee!
remembered, NOw, how eagerly he R
asked Jim Lampson was provid
with overalls—and how relicved he
been when he learned that cvera
crash helmet, 3

able. Of course!
them to disguise him. !
machin “ihat get up, there was i
much risk— g
And  then ;rn:‘xe remembered
. | other incident. rrest!  She gayy
little gasp of disl may
“What's up?’ asked H:

“1 say, you dal

Is it the hea

” she managed (o
“Ch,

lock at

glancing at her.

S

She distracted Handforths attentid
She was mmkm" of Forrest. ol
had st Forrest must A
known that vaers was banned
motor-cycling. That was what Forr
had meant when he had said thatg
would keep Travers’ secret!

And here was Forrest—in the te:
the very first time he had becn in

A

Two and two generally make four, @
Irene was good ab arithmetic. 3




vcb I can’t hehev
R

it,” she told
horrified, €]

Forrest

xsch
ouldnL take such a dreadfully mean

um"e as’that. O, if I had known
it meant to Vivian, I would never
avc et him take me home!

She became calmer presently, and she
made up her mind to have a private
raight talk—with Vivian
ravers later on,

CHAPTER 7.
Rough on Handy—Again!
5 a disastrous afternoon for
Vivian Trayers.
BLFore the Grammarian innings
was over, he muffed another easy
atch, and a loud groan went up from
the spectalors.  Everybody was aston-
fiched. Travers, usually, held a ball
fiike glue.  Yef his manner remained
just the same; he was cool and smiling
land outwar dly confident.
Nobody could guess the bitterness of
hhis feelings. He knew ho\'l badly he
! t

2
ing himself to b° “ratt]eﬂn‘;
iffvas a sign of weakness, and Travers
vas contemptible of weakness in any-
he dxscovered it in his

jarred, and this, a5 much as anything | ¥
else, put him off his game.
M Azain and again he ﬁ“lCEly pulled
Jhimself together; and his only conso-
Wlotion was derived from the fact that
3 ione of the spectators could see through
i,
At last, owing to the clever bowling
f Jerry Dodd and Reggie Pitt and
[ leer the Grammarians were dis-
They had run up the respect-
’re of 210. For a junior match
Jthis was ecod.
“Well, we'll manage it, I think, dear
1(} Aello»}s"ismd Travers, with all his
ld sang.

Dt we Aoedtnt be afr

,_They've got men who can catch a
2, t00,” sald De Valerie.
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“Meaning, of course, that I can’t?”
asked Travers, making a wry face.
“Well, T descr\e it. I made a pretty
bad mess of things, eh?  Sorry, you
chaps. Coaldnt seem to conuentxate
his afternoon.”
particular reason?”  asked
“You don’t look worried.”

“Who could be worried on a glorious
afternoon like this?” said Travers.
“Hallo! We have fair visitors, I see.
I hope you weren't watching, Irene,
when I missed that catch?”

“I've seen olher boys miss catches,”
said Irene, laughing.

A ou for those kind, comfort-
ing words—I can assure you they go
straight to my heart,” said Travers.
“I'm afraid there aren’t many custo-
mers who’ll give me a word of excuse.
the worst of being a ecricket

He’s expected to show a good

, and if he doesn’t his name is

Ir crc had no oppertunity of talking
privately with Travers now. For, after
the bnefe% of intervals, the Gram-
maria took the field, and the two
opmmtv batsmen of St. Frank's went
out They were Nipper and Reggie

Bcth settled doewn well, and Travers
next man in, already had his
and his bat handy.

score mounted nicely, Nipper
ng particularly well.  Pitt was in-
dulging in some perfect late cuts, and
again and again the leather went hiss-
ing to the boundary, placed with such
beautiful accuracy that the fieldsmen
had no chance of getting near it.

With the score at fifty-four Pitt was
caught in the slips, and Travers went
out to take his place. Travers came
back a minute later—out for a duck.
It was tragic. He had made up his mind
make up for his earlier shortcomings
by putting in an extra good “knock.
But that fatal lack of concentratmn’
due to his disturbed state of mind, was
his undoing.

The ball se
hi

it out at it

asy one, and he
ddently. But it

3
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proved to be a regular deceiver, and it
whipped under his bat, and took his
off-stump right cut of the ground.
adly, Travers returned to
pavilion, and there was an ominous
silence. He had failed in the field, and
he had failed in the batting. And at
last something of his emotions showed
on his face. His lips were tight and
érawn as he came back, and he had
neither smile nor apoloﬂemc remark
any of his schoolfellows.
. features he went into the dressing-room
and removed his pads.
«Pool—fool—fool !

the

he told himself

bitterly. “You've thrown the game
away.”
He brooded miserably. With Hand-

forth in the team, there might have
been a chance. Handforth was erratic,
but he was a slogger. Sometimes he
weuld last for enly an over or two; but
generally he swiped at everything and
Inocked up forty or fifty in record time.
Handforth’s batting was not beautiful,
it was not scientific, but it was a joy to

watch. And he did generally get the
Tuns.
What would Forrest do—in Hand-

forth’s place?  Probably nothing.

Travers gripped himself tightly. An
overwhelming impulse seized him—
dash up to Forrest and knock him into
the middle of next week. Forrest was
the cause of ell this, confound him!
The scheming, unscrupulous cad!

“Steady, old fellow—steady!”
tered Travers, “Only fools lose
hLeads.”

With an iron effort of will he con-
trolled himself; he becameé levelheaded

The moment of madness was
There was only one way in which
hie could defeat Forrest—and that was
by taking things calmly, and by doing
some scheming of his own. The time
wasn’t ripe yet.

Jerry Dodd was batting, and putting
up a good show  The score mounted
.ay}dly, and a round of applause went
up whea the hundred was 1 wched The
game began to lock premisii

Then Nipper, with the last m 1of an

S

mut-
their

r Iml
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over, was stumped by the alert-witte
Grammarian keeper.  Nipper ha
swiped, had missed, and only for
second had he been out of the creas
The bails were whipped off in a flas

“How's that?” yelled the keeper.

Gut!” said the umpire.

‘There was a hush when the next maj

went out IL Was Bernard For 1cst

He CeJ:amly did not Iook
{ailing, for his walk was a swagger, a
he swung his bat almost contemp
ousl, Forrest had long awaited U
day—when he would play in a

match.
“Swanking  blighter!” mu
Handforth, who was watching

glowering eyes.

Forrest was not able to show what
could do yet, for the bowling was st
other end. With the third ball of
over Jerry Dodd was out.
man came ill“u“O';hCA waiL for For o

ticr
He plzved the first bau m‘cely to £
off, and the batsmen ran Form
expected two off that hit.

But a Grammarian fieldsman s
up the ball and returned it 1 ¥
ning. Forrest only just got to
crease before the stumps were laid 19
One run only, and he had lost B
towling.

However, another single was_scor§
and again Forrest hit out. He W
nearly clean-bowled, and if the ball
been true, his stumps would have
spreadeagled, for he missed altoge
The next ball he stopped, and (&
after that he got clean away, wi
beautiful hit, to the leg boundary.
was a good, well-timed hif, and
spectators cheered more in surp:
than delight.

After that, Forrest settled down;
confidence increased. He began b
ting really well, and, in fact, he 100K§
like staying. E:

“By Jove, Travers, you knew Wi
re doing, after all” said Ja
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Groy, of thé’ West House. “Forrest's
good.”

O“Da 4 }Ou thmk I knew it?” replied
Trave calml
as uureasombly angry, within
him, kecause Forrest was making a good
show. Yeb he knew, at the same time,
that the better Forrest played, the more
silent would become his—Travers'—
critics.

In the end, surprisingly enough, that
game proved to be a personal triuinph
Bernard Forrest. Perhaps it was

for
just luck. Certainly Forrest knew how
to usc a bat, and he was keen on cricket.

uh Lh articular match he was not

1 over-confidence or swelled
lmad hc was out to prove that he was
worthy of a place in the team. Other
batsmen came and went, but Forrest
remained.

In fact, he carried his bat right
ioh, and he scored mo less than
£ hree. It was he who made the
winning hit, not five minutes before the
game was due to end.

“Well done, Forrest!”

“Well batted!”

“Hear, hear!”

Forrest, as he heard the shouts and
che with arrogant pride.
He fairly stalked back to the pavilion.

“Well, what about if now?” he de-
manded. “Was Travers right, or was
he wrong? I saved the game, didn't I?”

“But it’s not usual to crow about such
things,” remarked Reggie Pitt mildly.

“That be hanged for a tale,” said
Forrest,

“I'm good, and I know it.”

could say a thing like that
body would laugh. But when
Torrest said it, it had a different sound.
Hc was insufferably pleased with him-

Sml the fact could not be denied
that he had pulled the game out of the
fire. And Travi instead of facing a
cism, was praised for his
sound common-sense. Little did the
Tellows }; .:now jusb how Bernard Torres
bad gog

“Wes 1‘

thm s nothing much I can

a5

say,” growled Handforth. “I'm jolly
glad that Forrest did so well—although
I loathe the blighter. It's joily ldckv
for him he did do w ell, or I'd have
knocked the stuffing out of him.”

= Forget all about it, Handy,” advised

Church. “Don’t chip Travers any more.
I da'e y he’s fc“hng pretty badly—
be e he didn't show up too well him-
seif.

“Guilty  conscience, I suppose,”
growled Handforth, much nearer the
mark than he believed.

“The game's over, we won, so let's
think about tea,” said Church. “We're
late, anyhow. I expect Travers will put
you back in the team next week.”

“He'd better!” said Handforth
darkly.

Then his face cleared; Irene was in
the offing, and he dashed up to her and
caught her by the arm.

“Tea in Study D, Renie,”
“You'ﬂ come, won’t you?”

“Have you ever known me refuse?”
laughed Irene. “You bet I'll come.

“What about Doris and the others?”

“Oh, some of the fellows have
claimed them,” said Irene. “They
wanted me to go, t00. But— Well

“I twig” grinned Handforth. «
nice of you, old girl. You were waiting
for me to invite you, eh? Good ezgg!”
He looked round. “Where's that fat-
head, Church?” he went on. “Where's
Mac?”

“I think they went indoors a minute
ago.” said Irene.

“Well, of all the th'yuehtlcss fat-
heads,” stormed Han “The; ey
Jjolly well know that it’s tc mme S
You never give them credit for
thin"mg, «do you?” asked the girl gently.

“ER 9

he said.

“Isn’t it obvious that they have
hurried in—to get things ready?” she
said. “I'm afraid you don’t appreciate
sourr chums, Ted. But if you lost them,
u'd be like a ship without a rudder.”

They strolled from the playing fields,
and as they approached the Ancient
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House, Handforth asked Irene to wail
for a minute whilst he hurried to the
school shop to buy some suppl
While Irene was waiting, Bern
Forrest strolied up. He was very re-
splendent in his white flannels and
with his bat tucked under his arm.

Irene, ng him approach, had
turned her back. Her heart was beat-
ing rather more rapidly than usual—for
she was remembering the incident on
Saturday evening. In any case, she
detested Forrest, and was never at pains
to conceal her dislike.

“Waiting for somebody?”
Forrest, halting beside her.

In his eyes there was an expression
of unsavoury mischief. He had never
had the pleasure of Irene Manners’
company to tea, and he meant to have
that pleasure to-day. There was a key
in his possession which would open
many locks. He knew if, and he gloated
over the fact.

Irene turned, and looked at him in-
differently.

“Yes, I'm waiting for Ted—for Hand-
forth,” she replied.

“How about having tea In Study A
for a change?” suggested Forrest.

“I'm S0rry; I have been invited some-
where else.

“Then it's got to be altered,” said

Forrest smooth!y “I'd take it as a
great honour-

“Really, 1hs qmte impossible,” inter-
ruptcd the

asked

girl.
mpos ble"” repeated Forrest. “It's
not evcn improbable. In fact, Irene,
old girl, I Lh nk you will have tea with
me. I insist.”

“Don’t be so absurd.”

“I'm sure Travers would be very upset
it you refused any request of mine,”
continued Forrest, leoking her up and
down with approval. ‘“Travers and I
are getting on very well just now.”

“But this has nothing to do with
Travers,” said the girl, trying to keep
her voice steady.

“7t might have,” he argued. “One
never knows. If you don't make your-
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self very nice to me, Irene, I might’
tempted to let Miss Bond know wh
you were doing on Saturday evening, e

“Oh, you cad!” she cried, her che
flamin

“And that would unfortunately n
the dragging in of Travers' name,
said Forrest, his voice harder
would he 1" rough on Traver
know. His pater would hear all abg
it, and he would be removed from §
school and—-"

“Please, please be quiet,
Irene in a low voice. “Oh, why
you talk of it here, in the cpen?
body might hear!™

“I'd much prefer to talk of it in
privacy of my study,” said Forg
promptly, “Will you come along?* *

She looked at the shop, and f
cheeks were still afire. What woM
Handforth think? Yet, if she refs

“Vivian!” she exclaimed suddenlyy

Travers himself, luckily enough,
just passing. At the sound of her vo
charged with anger as it was, he hall
One look was sufficient for him;
guessed exactly what had been passid
and his jaw hardened. He sirode
and his eyes were smouldering Wi
fury.

“What are you doing, Forrest?”
asked tensely. “If you're attempting4dl
use :your infernal blackmailing tacti

“Easy—easy!" interrupted Forrt
“Have you so little thought for Ireng
safety that you raise your voice
that? Do you want everybody talki

“He wants me to have tea in
study,” said the girl, looking apped
ingly at Travers. “Will you come, t0
Vivian? I've promised Ted to have €A
in Study D, but I don’t know what f
o

“Well, we won't talk here,” s
Travers quickly. “Come into my_stu
will you? Potis isn’t there—he’s havi
tea in the West House.”

“Well, I won't be arbitrary,” sai
Forrest. ‘Tea in your study will sl



g pinion, the situation was quite piquant.

5 il him ! There was no escape for her

3 , S
put up with your dirty tactics as long

if we have the company of the fair
e:(-)f "';rzat's the main point.” He
O fed unpleasantly. *What 8 shock
e andforth ! This is rather rich—in
uite funny.”
of, quite SV oI that ‘thiey’ succesded
pe indoors before Handforth
rom the school shop. They
nto Study H, and Travers closed
e door and pub his back to it.
g he said ominously.
dear chap, don’t look like that,”
hid Forrest. “Can’t we all be happy?”
For some moments Travers did not
bust himseif to speak. He knew
cactly why Forrest was insisting. It
bas not so much that he desired Irene’s
ompany but that he was wielding the
ver which Fate had thrust into his
rasp. That he was taking a cowardly,
ontemptible advantage did not occur
him; he simply knew that he had the
ower, and he was using it. Once to-
ay he had ‘“put one over ” on Hand-
orth, whom he detested, and here was
better opportunity still. In Forrest's

iere he was, coolly stealing Handforth’s
ir] chum and making her have tea

and Handforth would just have to

mp it.
“You're not going to do this, Forrest,”
ravers, ing at last. “Ill

S you confine them to me, and to me
plone.  But if you force your rotten
prders on Irene—

“Well2” sneered Forest, “What will
u do?”
“Tll give you the hiding of your life,
k}d then you can do your worst.”
“Empty talk, olq man,” said Forrest,
ith a shrug, ' “you wouldn't let him
Ho anything like that, would you, Irene?
for a trifle like this—having tea
Jme-—you wouldn't ruin his career?
mats what it'll mean if the pretty little
Ty of Saturday evening comes out.”
rg‘e Was playing one against the other.

Ya VQYVS"‘Ol:Id agree his demands—for

o
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for Irene’s sake. Forrest was beginning
thoroughly to enjoy himself. There
were endless possibilities unexpectedly
revealing themselves.

“You wouldn't tell,” said Irene, look-
ing at him with open contempt. “You
couldn’t be so mean. You only saw us
by accident that evening ”

“But accidents have a habit of hap-
pening,” interrupted Forrest calmly.
“And don’t let’s talk of meanness. Facts
are facts. I don’t pretend to be a saint,
and what you think of me is beside the
point. So let’s be frank. I've got a
hold over both of you, and you daren’t
defy me.”

“If you go too far—" began Travers.

“Give it a~rest, old man,” smiled
Forrest. “This secret is ours; I'm the
only fellow in the whole school who
knows just what you two were doing
last Saturday evening. If I talk there’ll
be trouble. You were riding a motor-
bike against your pater’s orders,
Travers—and you were out on a for
hidden spree, Irene. For one of you it
will mean the ruin of a promising
career, and for the other it'll mean dis-
graceful expulsion. But I'm perfectly
willing to keep the secret, so let’s have
no hard words or hard thoughts, Let’s
all be friendly.”

He rose elegantly to his feet.

“So I'm going to Tepeat my invitation,
Irene,” he went on. “I want you to
come to tea in my study. What about
it? Shall we ge?”

Irene was locking rather white, and
there was a helpless look in her eyes
as she glanced at Travers.

{“All right,” she said briefly.

“Splendid!” exclaimed Forrest.
thought you'd be reasonable.”

“I never had a high opinion of you,
Forrest,” said Travers deliberately, ““but
this conduct of yours proves you to he
an unspeakable hound—-"

“1

“Don’t say it,” advised Forrest,
staring straight at him. “There’s a

lady present—and if you insult me be-
yond & certain limit I might be tempted

Travers would agree—

to forget her safety. I wouldn't de-
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liberately get her into serious trouble,
but if you drive me to i But let's
have no more threats. You're welcome
to join the tea-party, Travers. I'm not
unreasonable. &hall we let it go at
that?”

Vivian Travers nodded.

“You win,” he said briefly.
worth fighting over.”

But somebody else, as events were
soon to prove, had a totally different
view on that point.

“It’s not

—_—

CHAPTER 8.
Not All Honey!
ANDFORTH was one of the most
H gencrous fellows at St. Frank's.
He was generous with his money,
generous with his advice, generous with
his criticism, and generous with h
punches. But when it came to enter
taining Irene Manners to tea, he always
let himself go completely. Mere
generosity was no good dt such a time;
complete lavishness, regardless of ex-
pense, was called for.

Behold the burly Edward Oswald,
therefore, emerging from the school
shop only half visible behind the
packages which filled his arms. He
apparently had the impression that
Irene had been starving for a week or
two, for he had bought enough * tuck
for a hungry dozen. But, then, he was
always wholesale. Far vetter have a lot
100 much, he always declared, than a
trifle too little. In addition to ordinary
foodstuffs, he had bought a pound box
of chocolates and a handsome tin of
mixed toffees. For he intended that
Irene should go back to her own school
not only laden within, but also laden
without. =

He had spent all his pocket-money,
and had seriously mortgaged his next
week’s supply. But Handforth, like the
celeprated Mr. Micawber, was always
relying upon something turning up.
Unlike Mr. Micawber, he was generally
lucky. A doting aunt here, or a generous
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uncle there, would send him a use
tip, and such contributions had a haj
of rolling in at times of crisis. So Han
forth never worried.

Arriving at Study D, he Kkick
violently on the door, and Churg
opened it in some alarm. 3

“My hat! I thought an elephant hg
got loose!” said Church. “What's 4
this, Handy?” b

“Don’t stand there gaping, ass,”
Handforth, “Take some of the
things.” [

His chums relieved him of his
dens, and he looked round the stud,
astonishment. f

“Where’s Irene?” he demanded.
left her on the steps, but as she wasi
there, I thought she’d come in. b
have you chaps done with her?”

““Well, she might be under the
or hiding up the chimney,”
McClure. “But as far as we know,:
haven't seen her. What the dick
have you bought, Handy? Any]
might think you were laying in fo]
siege!™ =

“Just as well to have plenty,” s
Handforth. and_ geb
things dished out on plates.
made?”’ He inspected the table critd
ally. “Who told you to put that mofi
eaten chunk of cherry cake on ti§
table? Take it away!” iy

“There’s nothing wrong with it,” saj
Church. “It’s got that look because
wrapped it in the duster to keep
flies off.”

“No wonder I couldn't find the dus
this morning, when I wanted to give %
shoes a rub,” said Handforth. “P
that giddy cake back into the cupboa
we've got something better here. Bj
where the dickens is Irene?” he addd
looking round. “I can't understa:
why she didn’t wait for me.” g

He went to the door, and looked
and down the passage. Then he walkg
uncertainly towards the lobby. He Wi
feeling a bit uneasy, for he realis

with a start that he must have
girl waiting for quite a long time,




< vera Wilkes, the Housemaster's
}x):mnr had carried her off into the
vate living quarters—
ddenly he halted. He had heard
“oice, and he found himself staring
1y at the door of Study A. But
1ing  was ridiculous— nene
lJu‘* really be in Bernard Forrest’s
‘Jw it was a point which could be
ickly settled, and Handforth charged
to the room like an avalanche.
He came to a halt with an expres-
n of amazement on his face. His jaw
sitively sagged. Irene was sitting in
rrest’s easy chair, Travers sat oppo-
e, and Forrest himself was busily set-
he the table.
‘Want  anything?”

looked
other, fongue-tied.
“Because, if not, you're in the way,”
nt on Forrest. I hope you're not
ing to be noisy in front of a lady?”

sorry, Ted——" began Irene,
ﬂushed and hardly daring to

asked Forrest,

from one to

b-lc I ‘dow’t understand,” ejacu-
ted Handforth. “What the dickens
¢ you doing here, Renie?”

“Can’t you see what she’s doing?”
id Forrest, before the girl could
swer.  “You're not blind, are you?
he’s my guest, and she's staying here
T tea.”

There was positive malevolence in
orrest’s tone and look, and his grin
as one of triumph.

“Youre mad!” said Handforth
ickly, T jnvited Irene to tea in
tudy D—and she accepted. Isn't that
ght, Renie?”

ou see, Ted, I thought-— I
F She paused, confused.
orrest wanted me— Oh, dear!
't be cross, Ted.”
t be cross, Ted,” mimicked
vxth relish. “You must always
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understand, old man, that it is a lady’s
privilege to change her mind. You may
have invited her to tea, but she’s having
tea here—with me.”

“Afraid you'll have to accept if, dear
old fellow,” said Travers gently.

Handforth had grown 1edder and
redder, and now, abruptly, he exploded.

“Oh, so that’s it!” he roared. “A
plot against me, eh? I'm dropped out
of the eleven and I'm only dirt!
Forrest saves the game, and he’s a con-
quering hero

“But, Ted, you don't understand,”
cried Irene, in despair.

Handforth did not even hear her.

“You ftricky roiter, Travers!® he
shouted. “You give my place in the
eleven to Forrest, and now you wangle
things so that Irene—"

‘‘Just a minute,” interrupted Travers
mildly. “I plead guilty to dropping you
out of the team; but don’t blame me
for this. Forrest invited Irene for fea.
I had no hand in it at all. If you don't
believe me, ask him.”

“He’s quite right,” said Forrest, nod-
ding. “I invited her, and she accepted.
Satisfied?”

“No, I'm not satisfied!” bellowed
Handforth. “You—you harefaced cad!
Do you think I'm gomcr to let you pinch
my guest like this?

“Oh, Ted, please be a sport,” urged
Irene, dreading that Forrest would be
driven to extremes, and fearing that
Travers wowld be the sufferer. “It's
only a trifle. Tll come to your study
afterwards. I can’t explain, but—

“There’s no reason why you should
explain, Irene,” 1ntenupt=~d Forresb his
tone becoming ugly.  “Handforth, clear

out! I'm fed up with Lh:s dxsturbance.
If you can’t ben“ve better than a
hooligan: Here, what the— Kezn,
your hands off me, you fool!”

‘rash !

Handforth was never much of a fellow
to argue; he much preferred to act. His
famous right, swinging round, caught
Bernard Forresb on the point of the
chin, and the elegant Removite went
hurtling backwards over a chair. He
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grabbed at the tablecloth, and there
‘was a terrific din of falling and break-
ing crockery.
Life has its sweet moments,
all,” said Travers happily.

“Oh, Ted!” breathed Irene.

Springing to her feet, she stood with
flushed face and eager, sparkling ey
In her expression of consternation wa
mingled admiration and joy. It was
plain that she did not know whether to
be happy or worried. Forrest was get-
ting no more than he deserved—but
what would his reaction

“Get up, you rotter!” panted Hand-
forth, glaring. “So you'd pinch my gnl
friend, would you? By George
up and fight, you snake in the ;;"'a's

Forrest, gasping, his brain reeling,
up amid the broken crocker;

“You mad lunatic!” he
savagely. ‘“You don’t undnsnr‘d'
I like, I can get Irene

He was going to say “sacked,” but ke
never had the opportunity. Handforth,
leaping forward, grabbes hold of him by
the shirt and yanked him to his feet.

“Now yowll fight, or I'll biff you as
you stand!” he said fiercely.

‘“‘Hang you!” snarled Forrest, lashing
out wildly.

The next moment they were at it
hammer and tongs—for Forrest, cad
though he was, did not lack courage or
fighting ability. A sudden ferocious
determination gripped him. In the
presence of Irene ke would knock
Handforth cold. Unfortunately for
him, Handforth had very similar ideas—
but the other way about.

“I think,” murmured Travers, “we'd
better give them some elbow room, old
girl.”
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after

grated
0

He reached for the door, deftly turned
‘wthe handle, and @ moment later Irene
found hﬂr:, 1If out in the passage.
Travers closed the door and put hi
hack to it.
“A palinful business,” he commented,
regarding her witl ne smile.
‘ ’ITULH’;L“y painful, I agine, for
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“Oh, Vivian, I'm scared,” she w
d, gripping his arm.
Why should you be scared?
if you were Forrest——"

“But he'll talk,” she said in alarg
“Well, we can’t help that,
Travers, with a shrug. “Its a
country, and free speech is toler

hil

“Oh, Vivian, how can you
calm?” she asked. “You know whi
mean! He'll talk about us! Then y
father will get to know, and you'l
taken away Xrom the school—-"

“You're no{ considering you:
notice,” said Travers. “If I get ¥
the neck, Irene, yowll get it in e
the same place. But don’t worry. ¥
until Handforth has had his fling, §
Tl do the rest. Somchow I think
Torrest will be reasonable.”

‘“Oh, listen!” whispered the girlJ}

From within Study A came
ominous sounds—thuds, yells,
thumps, crashes.

“The good work goes well,”
Travers, nodding. “It’s a piLy
Iandy is so noisy-
And here comes somebody \xho mi
make awkward inquiries.”

It was Biggleswade of the Six:
he was looking suspicious. Not wi
reason, for the sounds of battle
clearly audible right down the Re
passage. Biggleswade approa
briskly.

“I've got it!” said Travers, in &
voice. ““This is the one you mean,
it2” ;

He burst into song, striking attil
and taking care remain §
planted before the door of Stud
His voice rang out lustily, and he]
concerned, yppnr?nﬂy, on the sif
of who walked in when he walked
Irene took her cue like a sport§
and she clapped her hands and;
aloud with encouragement—just
to the general din.

Biggleswade coughed as he drevwy

He was a lean, lanky prefect,
keen sense of humour. Moreov§




BY EDWY

wzs intelligent. It teok him about

shree-fifths of a second to grasp the

in when I
“Hi-de-hi, hi-de-ho!
e-0-do!”
de fled.
ging chap, Bigay,” chuckled
“As long as you give him a
ble excuse he'll be as blmd as
a bat and as deaf as a dodo.

“They're still at it,” said Irene, glanc-
ing apprchensively at the dooer behind

walk out?”
Vo-

“Give them time, old girl,” he re-
plied. “‘I think you'd better trot along
io Siudy D and help Church and
-Clure with the tea things. I'll send
y along in a few minutes.”

*Oh, but Forrest \nn insist on my
ha\ng tr‘a with him,
child!”  said Travers
ly “B he time Handy has
ished with Forrest, hell be in such
& c vmu)n that he won't want to show
himself blic for many painful,
Forrest, I mean. Take it
from me Irene, everything’s all right. I
danv say he is realising by this time

that being an amateur blackmailer is
not all hcno

She paused only 2 moment,

“Ted told me about your father’s
dreadful threat,” she murmured. “It
was wonderful for you to help me as
you Vivian—and
't forget it. It's jus t our awful luck
t‘waL Forrest happened to see us.”

o ¢ Forest to me,” said Travers.
uiy bolicy is to give him rope—and if

e has enough of it—— Well, you know

the rest,

Ev e loft th‘mut another word, and in

d the table groaning

“"C“ °n Abundmnc of good things.

hurch ting some mufiins, and

king the tea.

2 out to leok for you,”
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said Church, giving her a straight look.
‘\V‘ﬂ s all that din down the pas-
sage?

“I think Ted's having an—an argu-
somebody,” said the girl.

5?7 asked Church and
I\Yucluxc in one voice.

, 10,” she replied.
Forrest.

“That’s all right, then,” said Church,
with relief. ““I suppose Forres swanked
abauh his cricket, eh? Just like Handy

o for him bald headed. Well, a slosh-
m«* will do him good.

Never for an mstant were Church
and McClure in doubt as to the out-
come of the battle. They did not even

go out into the passage to make per-
sonal inquiries. They dismissed the
mafter as trivial, and went cn with
their preparations for t Irene,
who insisted on helping inwardly prayed
that Forrest, after his licking, would

kecp his tongue still. Knowing him as
she did—knowing him now better than

“Not Travers.

ever—she had every reason to be
txoubled by grave doubts.
Vivian Travers, very happy, paced

up and down outside Study A and
whistled. Fortunately, nobody else had
come along to make inquiries. Thuds
and crashes and other commotions were
commonplace enough in the Remove ,
passage, and its normal occupants
never took much notice. If wasn't
likcly that another prefect would come
along. Besides, the ominous sounds
from within Study A were growing less
and less. Finally, they ceased alto-
gether, and a grim, suggestive silence
reigned.
ravers opened the door, glanced in,
and nodded contentedly.

“Good work!” he commented.

The table was upside down; two of
he chairs were smashed. Books from
the bookcase were strewn in all direc-
tions. Handforth sat on the edge of
a chair with a dazed. but happy 100k on
his face. His left eye was pufly, his
right ear was lopsided, and ulood ‘\‘\S
smeared on his forehead and upp
and chin. His clething was m
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less in rags. And, in fact, he was
scarcely more than half-dressed. In all
the circumstances, it was just as well
that Irene had departed from this Ber-
serk scene.

“One of your best jobs, Handy,” said
Travers approvingly. “I notice that
you have strewn Forrest all over the

room. Do you think he’ll live? Or is
he dead already?”
It was a superfluous question. Ber-

nard Forrest proved that he was alive,
because he was groaning. He was lying
flat on his back, spread-eagled, and he
was far less presentable than Hand-
forth. Scarcely any shirt was left on
his shoulders, and his face looked as
though he had been run into by a
tramcar,

“By George!” breathed Handforth,
his voice hoarse and strained. ‘He may
be 8 rotter, but he can take his medi-
cine!”

4 “Apparently, he can administer it,
00.”

“Yes, Tl give him his due,” ad-
mitted Handforth. “He gave me a real
fight. He’s a dirty dog, all the same. If
he had used his fists all the time I
should have finished him long before

“You re not telling me that he
kicked?” asked Travers shocked.

“He kicked when he got the chance,”
growled Handforth. “He grdbbed a
broken chair, too, and tried to whack
me over the head. In fact,” he did
whack me over the head,” he added,
feeling with tender feelings, a rapidly
growing bump. “It's a wonder he
didn’t try to bite me!”

“He must have thought it was an
exhibition of allin wrestling,” said
Travers. “Well, well! It's a good
thing your head is so hard, old man.
Better buzz upstairs and get yourself
cleaned.  Irene’s waiting in Study D—
and tea’s all ready.

Handforth, still a bit dazed, jumped
to his feet.

“By George, yes!” he said. “I'd for-
gotten for a minute.” He looked at
Travers suspiciously. #I suppose you
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didn’t have any hand in this rotf

business?” he went on, clenching
fists, and advancing threatening
“You didn't put Forrest up to

shabby trick?”

Travers grinned.

“Not guilty,” he replied. “For
thought of it all by himself. In any cg
youw're not thinking of starting anof
scrap, are you? What a glutton
punishment!  Run along, old fell
and remove the traces.”

Handforth loo ked on the floor.

“Never mind him,” said Travel
reading his thoughts. “TIl att
the wounded.”

Handforth hurried out, and, withg
any further ado, Travers hoisted
rest into the easy chair, and then
proceeded to render first aid.

He was badly knocked abou
worse than Handforth—but after a f8
minutes he showed signs of rapid
covery. For Travers was drastic. Thg
happened to be a jug of cold water
the side table, which, curiously enoug
had not been upset, and Travy
swamped Forrest’s head and face w
the entire contents. ;

“Oooh—aaaaaah—eeeeech ! ”
the wounded.

“Take it easy, old man,” said Traves
“The cold water will do you gof
Here's a piece of somebody’s shirt.”

Forrest dabbed his face, and, his
covery now being almost complete, §
gazed round with savage rage. 3

“Where is he?” he dcmanded fierce

“Handforth? Gone upstairs to cle
up,” said Travers. ““ Youd better do
same. If a prefect or a master spd
you in this conditien——"

“Where’s Irene?”

0Oh, she went along to Study D=
tea, as 0"1gmally arranged.”

“I won’t have it!” panted Forrg
leaping to h.\s feet, his eyes blazing d

gerously. ‘““She’s going to have tea
this study—"

“Now, be reasonable,” interrup
Travers. “How can you ask any
to tea in such a shambles as this?
at yourself in the mirror, my-dear

gas] ‘
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st Having done so, kindly tell me
you can worthily act as host at a tea
ty.
q] . rest
zed at
of, into t.
“By gul'
who is it?”
“rm ahald it’s you—but I don’t
Londer you cant recognise yourself,”
id Travers. “What you've got to do,
rrest, is to accept the situation c.llm!y

led across to the mirror,
elf and jumped nearly a

he said hoarsely. “Who—

“111 accept nothing!” snarled Forrest,
laring.  “Why didn't you drag the
2

0l 0!
“And spml Lhe fight?
ke me

What do you

make you suffer for this,
ravers!” sald Forrest venomously.
You did nothing to help me—and
verything to hinder me! Well, T'll
ave my revenge. I'll go out of here,
nd Tl tell everything I know. Ill
rite to your pater, and I'll tell Miss
ond about Irene. Il get you re-
oved from St. Frank’s, and Il get
rene saeked from the Moor View.”
“And then?” asked Travers calmly.
“What do you mean?”

"Igavo you considered your own awful
jate?”

“I don’t know what you're talking
bout!  What can happen to me?”
“Lots,” said Travers happily. * Plenty
an happen to you, my poor friend. I
m willing to admit that you can, by
alking, get me into trouble with my
ater—and that means removal from
t. Frank’s, You might even get Irene
Xpelled from her own school. at’s
ne side of the story. But what of the
ther side?”

Ou’}‘k’lere is no other side, confound

“No! Are you sure?” said vaers
‘Let me tell you something, It

Dill the beans, everything will come
F»g You understand, I hope? Every-

W Well2»

“The Remoye will know exactly how
"ou conducted yourself in this sordid
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Lusiness,” continued Travers. “The
Remove will know you got your place
in the cricket eleven by threatening me
—in short, by a method of blackmail.
‘The Remove will also know that you
induced Irene to accept your invitation
by similar ccercion. If one fact comes
out, Forrest, all the facts must come
out. ~That’s an undeniable statement
And how do you think you will fare?”’

Forrest looked startled.

“Shall T hazard a guess?” went on
Travers. “The Remove will slaughter
you. To begin with, you will probably,
be kicked round the Triangle, after
which you will be booted to the village
and back. Then youwll be sent to
Coventry for the remainder of the term.’
Decent fellows will wilt at the sight of
you, they will edge away from your per-
son as they might from a leper. Your
name will not only be Mud, but Dirty,
Mud.”

Forrest realised that Travers was
speaking the literal truth, and his rage
evaporated; he even began to look
scared.

“So if Irene and I find trouble, you
will also find trouble,” said Travers.
“Don’t you think it better, all things
considered, to leave matters just as they
are? ill be much more peaceful
all round. Think it over, my battered
friend. Weigh the points, and do not
be hasty.”

‘With a nod, Vivian Travers strolled
out of the study, and Forrest sal_there,:
glowering with helpless fury. He was
rather dismayed by the discovery that
the sword he held was provided with
two edges—one for his victims, and one
for himself!

CHAPTER 9.
A Present from Pater! 5
IT was fortunate that Edward Osw:

Handforth was not much addicte

to the habit of thinking. Other-
wise, he might have wondered. Having
licked Forrest, he was content—more
pari Llcularly as he entertained Irene to

tea, after all
thought

Bernard Foneut having
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things cver, came to the conclusion that
Travers was right, and he kept a still
tongue in his head.

Two or three days later he was gla
of this for he had not only recovered
from his injuries, but he succeeded in
borrowing a fiver from Travers with
little or no difficulty. The mere hint
of a threat had been sufficient. He
came to the conclusion that it would be
wiser to use his power in a diplomatic
way. By goading Travers unduly he
would only kill the goose that laid the
golden egg.

He realised, now, that it had been a
mistake to use force with Irene Man-
ners. For by doing so he had incurred
the enmity of Handforth—and Hand-
forth, knowing nothing of the issues,
had simply sailed in with both fists. Far
better then, to confine his attentions to
Travers, and to Travers alone.

The fiver had come off nicely, and
Forrest had o mental vista of many
more “touches ” in the future. Travers
could not refuse. For always there was
the thought in his mind that if he
jibbed, Irene would be in danger. For
Irene’s sake, if not for his cwn, he must
obey his master.

Morning lessons were over that day,
and as Travers sallied forth into the
sunny Triangle he found Tubbs, the
‘Ancient House page-boy, waiting with a
stranger.

“Gent come to see you, Master
Travers,” said Tubbs. “Been waiting
nearly half an hour.”

“I regret the delay, my dear sir,”
sald Travers politely. “You will doubt-
less understand the pressure of work,
entirely beyond my own control, de-
tained me?”

‘The stranger laughed.

“Yes, I gathered as much,” he said,

 he shook hands. “My name is Wil-

: Mowbray, of the ﬂrm of Carter,
Williamson & Co., Li
“ Solicitors?” asked Travers, with in-
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terest. “Have I come into a fortune, or
something?”
Mr. Mowbray, an active

who was
young man, chuckled,
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“Hardly that,” he replied.
firm deals in boat construction.
have been instructed by your falf
Mr. Roberf, Travers, to make delives
the River Prin Will you
along to the river

g about. but
Travers. eless of my pater nofs
tell me that he was sending a
cess down on a visit” 5
“I think he meant it to be a 1
surprise for y said Mr. Mowbray;
Interested spectators, including B
per, Reggic pm Handforth and J1
Pofts rd every word of |
conversahon Sc when Vivian Tra)
strolled towards the river witl
stranger, there was a _consides
escort. ~ Curiosity ran high. v
Removites and Fourth Formers, so
ing something unusual, joined
party.
The River Stowe, placid and co
an excellent navigable stream-—flog
just beyond the limits of the St. Frad

There were smart bg

as they
spanking new Inunch‘” i
The vessel was a newcomer in §

launch, gleaming and shimmering in:
blue and white paintwork, and leath
cushioned seats and a big steerd
wheel. Amidships arose the side W
dows and skylight of an ample caB
or saloon, and aft there was an op
deck, surrounded by gleaming, chrg
mium rails, with a dazzlingly. whif
awning overhead.

“My only hat!” said Nipper. “
baby!” .

They gathered on the bank-in an &
miring crowd, gazing upon this eleg®
and luxurious pleasure craft.

“So this s the River Princess,”
Travers. “Very nice, Mr. owbrd
very charming, in fact. But where
I come in?”
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whray.

she
«Mine!”

to stern,” said the other.
I'm a motor engineer, and
my work for the firm to
Qelivery of new unches. If you
ccmc dhu’hd I will give you all the
1 2 g ng hex,

t.”

&

 out of his habitual sang- Ixmd
ash it, there must be some
prétested. “Even my
t Let’s have a look
he 2
i’s really true?
, Romans and countrymen,
1pon my latest possession.”
ucky bounder!” said Jimmy Potts

and

ny :
‘I say, 'l‘mvcrs, take us for a spin!”
“Yes, rather!”

“Be a sport, Travers!”

"A” in good said_Travers
. “There’s no rush. Don't all
ro\m aboard at once, or youll sink

1 startled. This spanking

nch must have cost a big
ile of muney True, his father was
mh, md he was generous; but such a

as this was well-nigh unbeliev-
Tx«vﬁxs could have had a dozen
les at less cost.

i Appa"ently, his {ather had
gnored the refusal here was the
aunch—his own cntxre property,
“Well, well,” murmured Travers, and
were reflective.

nagined that his father, on
oughts, had somewhat re-
harsh decree. And by way of
ation, he had bought this won-
ver-boat for his son.

very easy to navwatc ' Mr,
y was saying. fact, we
er to be absolutely Iocl -proof.”
even Handforth could handle
cheerfully.

sald Travers
ha, ha!”
jowll come with me into the cock-
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ou the main controls,”
Mowbray. “The engine,

cylinder unit, is started
There is

the same way as a car.
rcally nothing to go wrong.
quiet, vibrationless, and no la;
the market can compare with
Lomfuzt and luxury.”

Speedy?” asked Travers.
“Well, no,” said the other. “Such
launches as this are not built for

spu‘d "y

‘I thought so,” said Travers s“dly.

“Undoubtedly handsome as she is,
would willingly exchange her for cne
of those snappy Epeedcran with a
demon motor glued on to the stern.
However, why should I grumble?”
“Why, indeed?” said the surprised

Mr. Mowbray. ‘“Not many schoolboys
are 2s lucky as you.”

“Lucky!” said Travers, with a shake
of his head.
of it}

He climbed into the cockpit and Mr.

Mowhray prepared to give a demon-
stration.  Other juniors invaded the
saloon, admiring the luxurious appoint~
ments.  Still more piled upon the aft
deck—until, indeed, the River Princess
was settling down in the water. Mr,
Mowbray was obliged to order some of
the boys ashore.

However, he started off presently,
a good load; and the de:

“You don’t know the half

speed, the launch glided sednt‘tly down
nm reaches of the Stowe; she nego-
tiated the curves perfectly, and-Travers,
on the way back, took the wheel, and
he found no dxmculty in controlling

er.

“There is always the danger, of
course, of falling asleep at the wheel,”
he commented dryly. The general
air of tranquil leisureliness is
cive to slumber. I really thi
ought to be called the Sleepy Snail.

Mr. Mowbray, knowing nothing of
Travers’ past record as a high-speed
merchant, failed to appreciate the
pleasantry—tinged, as it was, with a

& privately con-
sidered that Trayvers was an ungrateful

2
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young blighter. However, business
etiquette forbade him to give expression
to his thoughts. Having made delive:
and having obtained Vivian Travers
signature, his work was done, and he
took his departure.

“There's no denying that the pater
is a brick,” said Travers, later. “But
if he thinks he can square me with this
disguised barge he's barking up the
wrong tree. Still. it's a good sign. He’s
relenting. Give him time, and he'll
have his eyes fully opened to the error
of his ways.”

“You ought to be boiled for saying
a thing like that, Travers,” declared
Nipper. “Your craving for speed is
idiotic. ~Half the fellows at St. Frank’s
would give their ears for a boat like
this.”

‘There were many eager applications
for a cruise, and it seemed that Travers
would be kept busy with his new posses-
sion later in the day—when school work
Was over.

‘Travers himself was the only fellow
whose interest was lukewarm.. The
luxury and comfort of the River Prin-
cess impressed him not at all; th
craft’s lack of speed rendered it, in his
view, a total loss. Unless you could
gel a thrill out of a thing it was more
or less beneath contempt.

“Wwell, Travers, youwve got to admit
that Life has its compensations,” said
Jimmy Potts, his study-mate. “¥Your
pater came down heavy—but now
youre better off than ever. I can’t
understand why you're not singing with
1oy That boat is worth fifty motor-
os.”

Travers was looking thoughtful.
“I wonder if it would be possible to
ip her down and get rid of all that

Cessary junk amidships,” he said

tively. “Then we can hot up the

ne, fif a super-charger, and fix a
bigger propeller, perhaps. By Samson!
It’s worth thinking about, Jimmy.”

Jimmy Potts gave it up.

“You're hopeless,” he said, in despair

Rain during the afternoon,
pected and unwelcome, made
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practice impossible. The rain stopped
and the sun even came out, but ti
ground was so wet that nobody \eq
tumd out to the playing field:
rnard Forrest, !nohmg ve leases
\ukh himself, took Travers aside.

“I've been thinking,” he said geniall;

“Very unwise,” said Travers. “Yo
shouldn’t strain_ yourself.”

“We're going for a cruise in your ney
launch, Travers.”

“We? Who's ‘we’?”

“Just a little select party of us,” ri
plied Forrest. “At least, youll go f¢
the cruise alone—and we’ll meet yo
somewhere up the river. Gulliver, Belj
Grayson, Shaw, and myself.”

“Rotters, one and all,” commentef
Travers.

Forrest coloured.

“You’d better be
beg:

careful—"

“Why should I be careful,”
rupted Travers. !
that youre a rotter, are you, Forrest
A fellow who indulges in blackma
can’t afford to have a thin skin,
we'll let it pass. What's the object g
this cruise?” |

“Well, T was having a look over
launch’s saloon,” said Forrest. *If]
cosy, private, and comfortable.
better place for a little flutter?
always difficult for us to get a deci
game of nap, or poker. If we have]
party in the study, therc’s always
chance of a prefect nosing it—and 9§
can never smoke comfortably. If 9
go out into the woods, it’s just as ba
There’s a certain amount of privac|
yes, but the wind is generally a bot
and you get ants all over you.”

“Go on,” said Travers.

“This new launch of yours has sol
a long-standing problem,” said Forré
grinning. “You take her up the riv
tuck her into a calm backwater, af
there you are! In that luxurig
saloon we can enjoy a ripping gan
smoke to our heart’s content, and
complete peace of mind.”

“Confound you, Forrest, I

£

Wi
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ce,” said Travers hotly. “I'm not
ng to have you smoky rotters making
t comfortable salcon into a gam-
den.”

“INo?” sneered Forrest. “I've known
1 to play cards for money, and you
e a5 many cigarettes as I do.”
‘“Since I've been cricket skipper I've
ut cigarettes out,” retorted Travers.
4s for gampling, I'm no saint—and
I'm no hypocrite, either. But there’s a
for everything, and I don't see
u should befoul my launch——"
ot going to kick, are you?” de-
nanded Forrest nastily. “You know
wiatll happen if you refuse? Yowd
better understand that you are still
my thumb. One word from me

“Don't say it,” interrupted Travers.
“We've been over it and it’s
becoming monolencus. 1 suppose you
as usual?”

L grinned, and wi
°G Travers walked off,
lips set.

out another
s eyes hard,

CHAPTER 10.

Pycraft on tho Prowl,
Y POTTS, who knew most of his
dy-mate’s noticed a
ubtle difference in Travers during
Te talked littie, but when he did
his remarks were more than

s

Anybody might think you'd had bad
news to-day, instead of hecoming the
er of a spanking river yacht,” said
schoolboy-baronet, eyeing his com-
Dbanion curiousiy. “What the dickens is
the matter with you, Travers?”
I want to kick somebody—hard,”
Teplied Travers. * Anybedy will do. I'm
Dot particular. Silly, isn’{ it, but I Just
feel that way.”

“Because your pater made you a
Fesent of that launch?” asked Jimmy,
Staring, “Well, my goodness! You
;ﬂ_am, a lot of pleasing, I must say! I
‘:{mcse you're peeved because you can’t
8¢t any speed out of the boat.”
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“Well let it go at that,” i
Traves g said

He was feeling really bad about Ber-
nard Forrest's bare-faced confiscation ot
the “River Princess.” For that is what
it virtually amounted to. Travers was
mad at the thought of Forrest & Co.
converting the luxury cabin into a
smoking and gambling-den.

When he got down to the river he
was aware that sundry groups of
juniors had spotted him, and were fol-
lowing. He made greater haste, for it
s necessary for him to cruise up the
river alone.

He grudgingly admired Forrest’s
cunning in making that arrangement.
If they had all started off in the launch
together, many shrewd fellows would
have suspected their purpose. Forrest
knew this, and he had guarded against
i

.

A weedy, unpleasant-looking man was
standing on the river-bank, inspecting
the launch through his glasses, as
Travers approached. He was dressed
in flannel trousers and a shabby sports
coat, and one of last year’s straw hats
reposed on his head. This gentleman
was none other than Mr, Horace
Pycraft, the much-hated master of the
¥Fourth Form.

“Ah, Travers!” said Mr. Pycraft.
“Allow me to congratulate you on youwr
new—er—toy! You are a remarkably
lucky young fellow, eh?”

“I suppose so, sir.” 5
“Indeed, you only suppose so0?” said
Mr, Pycrait. “H'm! I am afraid you
are unappreciative of your father's

generosity.”

“Excuse me, sir,” said Travers, push-
ing past. “You don’t mind if I go
aboard, do you?”

He was quite certain that Mr. Pycrafb,
was angling for a cruise. Mr. Pyeraft
was a first-class toady, and an iun¢
pleasant gentleman in general. It was
one cf his favourite recreations to prowl
about, nosing here and nosing there,
with the deliberate idea of dropping on
fellows who were doing things they
shouldn’t do. The more beys he could
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get into trouble, the better Mr. Pycraft
liked it. In the Fourth, privately, he
was known as the Great Pest.

‘ “Er—going up the river, Travers?”
asked Mr. Pycraft, in a careless voice.

Travers considered him. There was a
wicked look in the Removite’s eyes. e
regarded g as cont but
there is an excepmon to every rule.
Moreover, a mere hint to Mr. Pycraft
would be enough—-—-

“Sor 'y, sir, I can’t invite you,” said
“I'm going up the river

L« Rf‘:ﬂlﬂ

selfish?”

Travers looked up the river with a
guilty, scared look on his face—a look
which Mr, Pycraft duly noted.

“I've arranged to meet some pals up
the river, sir,” said Travers hurriedly.
“No, I mean—" He appeared con-
fused. “The fact Is, sir, I want to gel
the hang of the steering before I take
anykody else for a run.”

He was in the cockpit now, and he
pressed the self-starter/ The engine
purred with beautiful smoothness.

“Hi, wait a minute, Travers!” yelled
Armstrong, of the East House Fourth,
as he came running up. “Give us a
run!”

“Be a sport,
Boots.

thers were coming now, and some
them were attamptm" to board. But
deftly Travers had cast off the moor-
ings, and the launch was now clear of
the bank.

“What's the idea?” asked Dick Good-
win, of the West House Remove. “ Aren’t
you going to give us a ride?”

“Don’'t be funny, Travers!”
Harry Gresham.

«¥ravers waved to them.

Isn't  that somewhat

Travers!” said Buster

said

"“Sorry, you chaps,” he said. “I've
arranged- I mean, I'm going on this
cruise alone.”

“How long will you be?”

“Shan’'t be back until caxlm?, over,”
out T as he slipped in the

sl p“opanu bezan to
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revolve. “Perhaps I'll give some of ¥{
Lhaps a run (o-morrow.”

“Why, you rotter, yowre kiddi
aren’t you?” roared Boots. “What
you going to do up the river for,
couple of hours? What game have
got on?”

“Dry up, you idiot!” called Trave
warningly.

He went up the river in a happ
frame of mind. Undeniably, he had 1
said anything which could be char
terised as sneakirg, yet he had so
some very fertile seeds in Mr. Pycrafj
suspicious mind.

“It is my duty to lock further in
this,” Mr. Pycraft told himself, W]
is Travers. going up the river alon
Who are these companions he is
meet? Dear me! The whole affair
an uncommonly ugly aspect!”

He was annoyed with Travers
refusing to give him a run. He felt
had been slighted. His curiosity wi
aroused, and he watched the progr
of the launch \'.'i'h an eager, unpleasal
gieam in his eyes

He took the lra‘l with the agility

a Red Indian on the warpath.

“Think it’ll be safe?” asked Grayso:
of the Fifth.

“Safe as a bank,”
Forrest confidently.
we've never had a really safe retrea
where we could have a bit of a flutt
But this launch of Travers' is the exa
thing. Here we are, miles from an;
where, without a house in sight, in
secluded backwater, and soon we shal
be sitting on luxury seats round
polished walnut table.”

“Yes, if Travers
er dubiously.
19’11 come,” said Forrest.
sure of it, aren’t you?” ask
g. “Why should Travers
obliging? You seem to be getting of
1)1mw well with him these days. You’
got him to get you a place in U
eleven, and—-"

“Yes, we un

replied Berna
“My dear cha;

comes,”  sal

anoth

and one
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* interrupted Bernard For-
a grin. “But don’t ask ques-
dear chap Be salisiled that

bs.ckvm\cl, at the very top of a long.
d reach of the Stowe. Harold
son, the leader of everything un-
o]e%ont in the Fifth, was accom-
panied Ly his bosom pal, Frederick
shaw. Grayson was a rotter, and he
looked & rotter, but Shaw was very
much of a dandy, and deceptive in his
appearance. Until people got to know
him, they did not realise that his nature
was mean and unscrupulous. Gulliver
and Bell, of course, were birds of For-
1c;nher

gad! Here she comes!”
clai n"d Bell suddenly.

“Didn’'t I tell you?” grinned Forrest.

The launch looked splendid as she
came gliding serenely up the river. The
group on the bank waved and shouted,
and Travers obediently directed the
River Princess into the backwater,
edged her close against the bank, and
shut of the engine. Grayson and
Gulliver caught the moocring-ropes and
made fast.

“CGood man!”

ex-

said Forrest, as he
jumped aboard. “Only a minute or
two behind time. We've got practically
two hours before we need go back.
Come on, you fellows.”

“Anybody mxghb think the launch
was yours,” said Shaw.

“Travers doesn’t mind,” retorted
TForrest, with a chuckle, “We're like
brothers nowadays.”

No sooner had they got into the com-
fortable saloon, with its airy skyligit,
than cigarette packets came out and
they all lit up. Then cards and money
ﬂDDcal d on the table, and the cads of
St s settled themselves down to
Never before had

an!
?u (‘n_] oyable game,

BRCOKS

“Much obliged,”
was in the doorway.

“Comt ar make yourself com-
foriable, old man. After all, it's your
boat,” continued Forrest. “JOHV decent
of you to fall in with our pians like
this. What shall we play? As there
are half a dozen of us, it had better be
poker.”

“Leave me out,” said Travers.
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said Travers, who

:‘ xvvhau' Aren't you going to‘plny?"
“Bul why not?”
“I hate to give offence, but I'm

rmncr particular with whom I play,”
replied Travers blunfly. “In any case,
this sort of thing is a fool’s game, at
the best.”

“Pretty outspoken, aren’t
demanded Shaw, with a stare.

“Ihat if I am? I've a right to my
own opinion,” said Trayers. “How iong
are you going to be at this rot? I1l go
for a stroll %

“Don't be an idiot!” interrupted For-
rest. “If you don’t want to play, come
and sit down and have a cigarette—and

you?”

donr, want to be in  this
atmosphere,” answered Travers.
come back later.”

Without another word he turned and
closed the door. The saloon
already blue with smoke, and
Travers glanced back, after getting
ashore, he saw that a smoky haze was
ising from the launch’s skylight. That
sight rather pleased

Meanwhile, Mr. Horace Pycrait, fol-
lowing the towpath, had made good
progress. It was a delightful evening
now, with the sun shining brightly.
and with the air full of a fresh, clean
smell of damp earth. On all sides the
fields and meadows were looking green
and refreshed. Peace lay over tie
countryside.

Mr. Pycraft, however, was not think-
ing of nature. The landscape bad no
Apuml for him. He was remembering
Travers’ words; Travers had taken the
launch up the river to meet som

murky
“1i
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“pals.” For what purpose? Where was
the launch now?

The very secretiveness of the expedi-
ticn—so skilfully indicated by Travers
—had aroused deep suspicions in the
Form-maste :smmd

A murnwur of satisfaction escaped
1 when, after malhn'v two or three
he espied the gleaming new

jaunch tucked away amid the willows
of a secluded backwater. The trees
'med an almost complete screen, and
Mr. Pyeraft had not been looking for
Ahc boat, he might easily have missed

By

x4

""He approached cautiously, dodging
ver to cover, for now he was
more than ever convinced that seme-
thing wi xcked Was going on aboard. It
r. Pycraft’s delights to
i 'ctims redhanded. It was

N easy to explain later that he
'And “harmcned to be passing.” Every-

sody knew that he spied deliberately,
L\\t he lakboured under the delusion that
these activities of his were conducted
with Sexton Blake-like astuteness.

At the present moment he had no
suspicion that two amused eyes were
watching him from the cover of 2 dis-
tant tree. Vivian Travers was begin-
ning to enjoy himself. He had waited
behind that tree, confident that Mr.
Pycraft would come. Well, here he was,
and his antics were comic.

“Go it, Pieface!” murmured Travers.
“Youwll get a nice bag this time.”

He was taking a risk, of course. The
Jaunch was his, but he could truthfully
say that he was not present at the time
of the gamble. And because of that
fact he could not be involved. But for
the others it would mean a flogging, at
the very least, and Travers had long
since come to the conclusion that a
flogging would do them no harm at all.
they might even be sacked.
r and nearer crept Mr.
Pycraft, 4 now his eyes were posi-
tively aglow with certainty. In the still
evening air he could see the klue, hazy
smoke arising from the open skylight
ef the launch.

OF ST. FRANK'S

“Ah, just as I thought .
suspected!” he murmured vindictivel
“Travers and his friends—smoking! §
this is what Travers does with
father’s gift! Disgusting—disgraceful
It is very lucky I—er—happened
stroll this way!™

He even tried to deceive himself—;
genere)ly succeeded. Pushing his
through the willows which bordered ti
bank, however, he was unlucky enoug
to tread on a dead tree branch, ha
hidden in the grass, It snapped wig
a report like a pistol shot, and
Pycraft, in his surprise, utt*md
startled ejaculation. 5

By a sheer fluke it happened tl
the gamblers within the saloon were
2 tense moment of the game, and,
strained silence reigned. There was;
good deal of money on the table, an
Bell and Shaw had dropped out. Thi
had thrown their cards in. Forrest ang
Grayson and Gulliver, each holdin
good hands, had “raised ” one anot
again and again. They were waiti
for Grayson, amid complete silencg
when they heard the snapping twig an
the gasped ejaculation. In the stil
cvening air the sounds came to thend
with astonishing clarity.

They forgot their cards; they
at one another blankly.

«“Ppycraft!” hissed Shaw.
his voice in a million!”

Grayson and Shaw lived in the Eag
House, and so did Mr. Pycraft. Therg
fore they knew him very well indeed
shaw leapt up and peered through 03
of the windows. The next second h
dodged.

“Yes, he’s there—on the bank!”

a;

)

“I'd kn

panted. “He’s coming aboard!”
“The sneaking, spymv biighter!!
higsed Grayson. “What are we going

to do? Hell catch us—-" 1
“There’s only one chance for us,
muttered Forrest, “It’s Travers’ boa
so he'll have to take the rap. If
can avoid Pycraft spotting us, \\eﬂ b
safe. Travers won't give our names.”

“But- it's impossible!” gasped Bellg
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“Listen! Pycraft’s coming

b‘?roho\" me!” breathed Forrest.

He opened the door a trifle. It led
traight out on to the deck, and Mr.
zorace Pycraft had just jumped
aboard, a rather daring feat for him to
perform, for the boat was two or three
fcct from the ba

Bending low down, Bernard Forrest
charged. Mr. Pycraft saw him, but he
nad no time to get out of the way. He
saw no face, nothing by which he could
jdentify the boy. The next second For-
rest’s head had butted him fairly and
squarely in the stomach, and with a
gurgling howl of agony and terror Mr.
Pycraft went backwards over the side.

Splaaaaash!

As he struck the water and went
under, five desperate figures leapt for
the bank, dashed through the trees,
and vanished.

By the time Mr. Pycraft came up,
spluttering and gasping, his would-be
victims were gone. For a second or two
he heard the thudding of fleeing feet,
and then—silence.

“Help!” howled Mr JPyeraft wetly.
“I'm drowning! Hel,

He wasn’t drowmno at all, as he soon
discovered, for the water near the bank
was no deeper than four feet, and soon
he was wallowing to the bank and pull-
mg himself out.

 Anything wrong, sir?”

Travers had unexpectedly appeared
from the trees. He strolled up with an
€xpression of astonishment on his face.
He had seen the flight of the cads, but
he never xmaﬂlned that Mr. Pycm!b

ad not recognised them. He
decided, in fact, that he had betrex‘
show hmxuelf at once, and thus prove

is alibj

“You-vou you—->" Mr.
Pycralt incoherently.

“Yes, sir; but what's wrong?” asked
Travers, ““Can I give you a hand?”
He helped to haul the master on to

B

began

the grass, Mr. Pycraft was a dreadful
Sight.  His upper pormon was stream-
ing wet; his lowe: T portion smothered
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with thick, oozing mud. His thin hair
straggled over his head like a lot of sea-
weed on a bladder of lard.

“You young scoundrel!” he panted,
glaring at mecr" “You unprinc qxlcd
young hoohran'”

teady, sir,” protested Trav
“What have I done? Didn’t you fall
mto the river accidentally?”
was pushed in,” howled
Pycraft. “And you know it, Travers!”

“Sorry to contradict you, sir, but I
don’t know anything of the sort,” said
the Removite. “I left my launch here,
and went for a stroll.”

Mr. Pycraft looked at him in amaze-
ment,

“Do you imagine, my friend, that
lying will help you?” he panted. “You
were on this launch two minutes ago
with a number of other boys—"

“What!” interrupted Trav “Da
you mean to say that therc oma
other fellows aboard? You can’t blame
me for that, sir. If some chaps take
possession of my boat while I'm away

#“Stop!” commanded the Form-
master. “Stop, Travers, this instant!
Did you not tell me at the landing-
stage that you were going up the river
to meet some of your—er—pals? Then
how can you assume this air of inno-
cence now?”

It was a point which Travers had for-
gotten, and he saw that he had
blundered.

‘“‘Unfortunately I did not recognise
any of the boys,” continued Mr.
Pycraft. ”One of them knocked me
into the river as he came charging out
of the cabin. A moment later they had
all gone. But I know that there were
at least five or six. You were amongst
them, Travers. so do not dare to deny

it.
“But I v,asnb sir,” urged TAmc*s.
“I was taking a stroll—

“How dare you stand there and
prevaricate?” snapped Mr. Pycraft.
“You cannot deny, Travers, that this
boat belongs to you; neither can you
deny that you told me you were coming
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ap the river to ‘mect some of your
friends. The evidence is as clear as

light.”

ting—or the launch
was cn fire, id Mr. jyc“e.ft
“Do you thmk I did not ¢

CO e with me, Tra;
te certain that you did net have
to destroy the evidence of your

.Wo-yearvold, and a moment later
he was standing in the deorway of the
saloon. The picture which met his gaze
was informative enough.

Two or three half-smoked cigarettes
were lying on the beautifully polished
table, still smouldering—burning the

table itsclf in the most heart-rending
m Cards were sirewn on the
seats and on the floor. Meney was
lymg on the table, too—coppers, silver

and several ten-shilling no n their
dxre haste the cads had not had time
even to collect their cash.

“Sni” said Mr. Pycraft triumphantly.
“Now, Travers, do you dare to maintain
your pr“pcchrous attitude? Not only
were you smoking here with your

e

OF ST. FRANK'S

demand to know, moreover, thn names
of the boys who were with you.”
“More trouble,” sighed Trave:
well, it never rains but it pours.
He got into_the cockpit, starled ug
the engine, and pr o:,cntly the plo\vi ]WLI
craft was gliding re
Pycraft sat in the cab‘
picked up a blazer w
be there, and \\1’\ppLu 1t
Then he discovered a packet of cig:
cttes, and two or three cards in onc | 0
tne pockets.
“Ah!” he muttered cagerly.
Whipping off the garment,
spected the tab. His eyes glinted wit]
raalevolent satisfaction. For the nami
on the tab was “V, Travers.”
Undoubtedly Travers’ luck was o
He had thrown the blazer on to

seat before going cn his stroll, for th
evening was sultry and still. It w:

possible that Forrest or one of thd
others had thrust the cigarcttes an
cards into the pocket deliberately; buf
it was far more likely that things h:
fallen into the gaping
accident in the general rush to escap
This latter, in fact, was the actual
truth; but it did not help Travers i
any way. The blazer was his, and {]

friends, but you were
Good heavens! I shall make it my bu
ness ‘o urge the headmaster to expel

you!
0o late, Travers realised that he was

i a trap—and it was a trap, moreover,
oi his cwn engineering. Luck had been
'wamst him. The mere fact that Mr.
3 t had not recognised the culprits
had made all the difference, He had
naturally jumped to the conclusion
that Travers himself had been aboard
with the others. Travers’ w alone
nt to clear him in face
vidence.

“I suspected it from the very first,”
said the m“ster gr] mﬂy “You came up
the river in endid new boat for
e of indule ging in a dis-
Very well, 'J.‘A‘avc)'s! You

he engine at once and
Fra e ¢

pocket contained and playin
cards.

When St. Frank’s was reaches
Travers took the launch skilfully to
landing-stage and tied up. A

“Now, sir!” said Mr. Pvc‘ait tru
phant.ly “What have you got to s:
this? TIs this your garment?”

“Yes, sir, that’s my blazer.”

“Since you deny participating i
smeking and gambling,
account for the fact that cigarettes a
phymg cards were in one of yoi

pock:

o

“Bu 'h»y weren't, sir! They couldn]
have been.”

‘“Are you daring to suggest, Trave:
that I am lying?” almost yelled
Pycraft. “Enough! Come with me

He took a firm hold of Travers' ar
and thus he marched him across )
meadow to the playing-fields. Seni A
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and juniors stared at the queerly
fesorted pair, and there were many
chuckles of glee. Mr. Pycraft was not
popular, and to see him in his present
condition was a sheer joy.
ht through Inner Court Travers
rched, and here crey en-
red Morrow of the Sixth.

“Ah, Morrow, I want you m take
charge of th's wretched boy,” said Mr.
p- bmI‘ “Keep him with you until I

ot
“Tha ’s all very well, sir—" began

the prefect.

“Take him to the —headmaster’s

and tell the headmaster Jwhat T

importance. I shall not be

He dashed off to change. But he had
1ot gone many yards before he came to
a sudden halt, spun round, and retraced
h 5 step
er mind, Morrow!” he snapped.
“I 1i take the boy myself.”

“But you can’t go to the Head like
that, sir,” protested Morrow,

“That’s just exactly what I can do—
what I intend doing,” said Mr. Pycraft.
“I have come to the conclusion that it
will be far better for Mr. ngswood to
see my conditlon so
appreciate to the full the outrave wlnch
has been perpetrated on me.”

He was as good as his word, and a
inutes later he shoved Travers

him on e headmaster’s
lay .u where Mr. Kingswood happened
to be sitting alone, reading.

“X regret this intrusion of your
DPrivacy, sxr, said Mr. Pycraft, breath-

fe

ing h “But the circumstances are
80 exceptional that I feel I am
J\l:?lhed”

" What on earth have you been doing
With yourself, Mr. Pycraft?” asked the
€ad, eyeing him up and down.
‘He did not like Mr, Pycraft, and his
Cnmcn was more amused than con-
erne: However, as the Form-master

53

related his story, Fighting Jim Kings-
wood's expression became more and
more stern.

“This is very serious, Travers,” he
anciq at length. “What have you to

ay?”

“I wasn’t there, sir.”

“That is an absolute lie!” shouted
Mr. Pycraft excitedly. “I found his
blazer within the cabin, wnh cigarettes
and cards in the pockets.”

“I left my blazer in the cabin, but I
didn’t have any cigarettes or cards in
the pockets,” said Travers. *I went for
a stroll, sir. When Mr. Pycraft says
that I was smoking and gambling he
is mistaken.”

“You assure me, on your word, that
you \\'e)c not with this party?”

“* Yes,

“Very \vﬂll
ut, you duvxc believe him?”
Pycr:

gaapod“ Y
“I seec no rea:on why I should not

accept Travers’ word,” replied the Head
curtly. “You have yourself admitied,
Mr. Pyeraft, that you did not recognise
any of the boys who S. oft the
launch. You cannot say, th
Travers was there.”
“But—but the evidence, sir—"
“The evidence clearly shows that a
number of boys were using the launch
for gambling and smoking,” said the

ore, that

headmaster. “Travers, do you know
who those boys were?”

‘“Yes, sir.”

“Is it any good asking for their
names?”

“No good at all, sir.”

“I thought as much,” said the Head,
“and I don’t blame you for refusing to
inform. But you know what it means, T
suppose? Youll have to take the
punishment. There is one other thing
I want to ask. When you took your
launch up the river empty, did you do
so with the deliberate intention of lend-
ing it-to your friends to be used as a
retreat for gambling?”

Travers hesitated.

“Yes, sir,” he admitted. “But I
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didn't agree with the rotten business,
and I refused to take any part in it.”

“Your offence remains grave, never-
thetess, for you willingly lent your boat
to these boys,” said Mr, Kingswood.

*You may go now, Travers, and I hope
your friends will come forward and
confess their own guilt.”

“I don’t very well see how they can,
sir,” replied Travers smoothly.

“Do you mean thaL they do not
belong to this school?”

1t was the impression which Travers
had meant to give, and altheugh he was
questioned  further, he gave no
“change.” He did, however, manage to
strengthen the impression that his com-
panions had been outsiders.

Later, when the time for punishment
came, he had a very painful fifteen
minutes ahead. Floggings are un-
pleasant in the extreme, and Mr. Kings-
wood had a strong arm.

b Pycralt was sadly disappointed

over the whole affair; he had expected
that Vivian Travers would be sacked at
the very least. But the Head thought
other The Head took into con-
&Jdemtxon the fact that Travers himself
had not taken part in the orgy, and
because of that he decided that a flog-
ging would meet the demands of the
case.

Travers took his punishment philo-
sophical as he took everything else.
When he heard that his wonderful new
Jaunch had been confiscated he did not
turn a hair. In fact, he was rather glad.
e was forbidden to use it again—until
his father had been informed of the
circumstances.

“More trouble coming,” muttered
Travers dolefully. “Oh, well, perhaps I
deserved this swishing. I fell into my
o\vn gxddy trap, and it serves me
right

. conseience, In fact, had given him
a twinge, for he knew that he had

deliberately put Mr. Pyua(t on the
trail, and even if it was not absolute
sneaking, it was half-brother to it. So
Travers felt, on the whole, that
justice had been done.
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But nothing could alter the fact th;
Bernard Forrest was at the root of g
the trouble, and Forrest still held U
whip-hand,

—

CHAPTER 11,
The Worm Turns.

QUIET spell ensued.
Forrest, scared by his harroy
escape on the river, gave Trave
arest. When he had heard that Traver

through a_hectic hour, too.
summons had never come,
knew that Travers had not given thed
away. Forrest had declared thal
Travers would give no names, but §
had not really believed that he and hi
fellow-culprits would escape scot-freg]
r‘ortunwtely there were no prolonged
inquiries, although Mr. Horace Pycraf
for several days, conducted an i
vestigation of his own. But as it ca
to nothing, no harm was done.

In the middle of the following weel
there was an important cricket fixtur
against Hal Brewster and his men 0
the River House School—old d
valiant rivals of St. Frank’s. Trave:
had been devoting himself whol€s
heartedly to cricket, and he had kep
his men practising hard.

On the day before the match he waj
ready to select his team. Forrest wal
confident of being included, and he wa
discussing his chances with Claud
Gore-Pearce, of Study B. Gore-Pear
was the son of a millionaire, an
although he was not as unserupulous ai
Forrest, he was_an unpleasant fellow
in many ways.
he laboured under the delusion that hd
could play good cricket. It was a cong
siant grievance with him that he could
never get a place in any team—not evel
in an ummportant House match. b

“well, it's a cert I'm in for toj
morrow,” said Forrest

®

T
vers daren’t leave me out. Besidesg




we understand one another. I can get
im to do anything I like.”

“«1f you can gef him to put me into
he tmn I'll lend you that tenner you
1 me for yesterday,” retorted Gore-
, with a grin.

Ho was al\vays ple'mtxfully supplied
money, but he was as mean as a
When Forrest had asked for the
ng of a tenner, he had laughed in
orrest’s face, although his pocket-book
was bulging with notes.

“Gad!” Forrest exclaimed, staring
hard. “Do you mean that, Gore-

%

re-Pearce had not meant it serl-
ously, but ForresL s tone impressed him.

“Well, yes,” he said, quickly consider-
ing the risks. “I'll lend you a tenner
if vou get me a place in the Junior
[Eleven.”

Forrest smiled blandly.

“Might as well hand the money
over,” he said. ‘The place is as good
as yours.”

“You may be pally with Travers, but
you can’t induce him to put me in the
side,” said Gore-Pearce. “I'll lend you
1 money when I see my name on the
list, and, understand, I shall want it
back before the end of term.”

He was quite certain in his own mind
that his tenner was safe, and he had
only agreed to the suggested loan so
that Porrest should cut out some of his
swank. He was putting Forrest to the

Le"we it to me, old boy,” said Forrest
contentedly. “1m <ee Txawers amd x
Hell do anything
haven't the faintest idea how splendxdly
we get on together.

He chuckled. Here was another un-
expected way in which he could use
that lever of his. By forcing Travers
do his bidding, he could get that tenner
from Gore-Pearce as easily as an early

tongye still, for Travers, directly and
d irectly, was proving to be an abun-
ant source of income,

Later, he strolled Into Study H, and
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was glad to find Travers alone, 5 &
matter of fact, the Junior capt:
in the very act of dra
names for the River Hous
“Ah, just the man!”
pleas: antly
He shut the door and helped himself
to the easy-chair. Nowadays, Ferrest
had assumed complete ownership of
Study H—but only when Jimmy Potts
was absent. His arrogance when he wag
alone with Travers was insufferable.
“Getting out the list?” he inguired.
“¥es.” A

sald Forresh

“My name on it?”

“Not yet.”

“But youre g
aren’t you?”

“I'm thinking about it,” said Travers
deliberately.

“What the deuce do you mean?”

me my place,

demanded Forrest. “After the way
I saved St. Frank’s against the
Gmmmax‘mnsA

, we've heard all about that—
al)Out fifty thousand times,” inter-
rupted Travers patiently. “But you
haven't been putting in much practice,
Forrest, and a cricketer, no matter how
good he is, soon gets stale. Just because
you make a good show in one match,
there’s no guarantee that yowli repeat
the performance in the next match—
Davhcuxarly if you slack in the mean-

“Youre golm to put my name on
that list, or—

“Or down comes tv' chopper, eh?”

unted Travers. ow it by heart.

Well Il think it over

“There’s something elte I want o
suggest,” said Forrest. “By the way,
you'd better think in the right way
about my name. Understand, Travers,
I'm playing in to-morrow’s match. Why,
I've asked some friends over to see me,
and I can't let them down. What
you say to the idea of putting Gore-
Pearce in the team?”

“I don't say anything” 1ep1*cd
Travers, It isn't worth dlscu».ung

“But I want him in the team.”

“Oh, so that’s it!” sald Travers
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slowly. “Having forced me to include
you, the idea is to now include ycur

u
als? Why don't you suggesb
and Bell while you're about i
“They're not cricketers,
know it. Gore-Pearce is a crick:
“Since when?” asked Travers.
“Nothing doing, Ferrest. I might give
vou a place, if only on the strength of
chowing in the Grammarian
but I'm hanged if T'm going to
de that greasy, overfed, ﬁaboy
monkey's half-brother, Gore-Pearce!
His tone was so determined that
Forrest was taken aback.
“Have you forgotten how things
stand between us?” he asked curtly.
"I‘Ol the love of Samson, give it a
rest!” snapped Vivian Travers, leaping
10 1 his feet. “Do you think I (Iont
know how things stand? What's the
cod of dinning it into me day after
y every time you want to force me to
something? But there’s a 1
rrest, and you've reached it.”
Now, ook here—-
quite mad?” nt on
hly. “I'm the captain of
and this mateh against
the River House is an important one.
‘What do you suppose the Lower School
will say if I shove the name of a rank
duffer like Gore-Pearce on the list?”
“1 don’t care what the Lower School
ays,” retorted Forrest. “I'm giving
ou my orders, and youre going to
carry them out. Gore-Pearce wants to
piay, and I've promised him that I'll usc
my influence with you. You can’t let
me down, Travers. I've given Gore-
Pearce my word.”
Travers looked at him with sudden
undcrstandmg
‘“And Gore-Pearce, I dare say, is
going to pay you?” he asked shrewdly.
“Another money-making stunt. You
bmo ;\11 the makings, Forrest, of one
-criminals.  When
you mam man’s estate mu will be such
an expert in petty crime that youll be
hle to go in for the bigger stuff with-
uLb any '\p ticeship.”
Forrest breathed hard.

and you
keter.
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“Youll be sorty for such insy
\lnlc&s you're careful,” he said thick
Bul I'm not going to quarzel with
Travers. I'm telling you that I'm
ing in to-morrow’s game—and
Pearce is playing, too.” A cunning Y
suddenly came into his eyes. “Org
teil you what,” he added. 1’119
satisfied if you put his name on
list. Then to-morrow, before the ma
you can change your mind and &
s"tute somebody else.”
Travers looked at him as Lhough
were some reptile,
“It’s a funny (hmg you haven't §
slime all over you,” hE said caustica]

he'll whack out a fiver or a {enner, §
en to-morrow, when change

money. You dnLy trickster!”

TForrest scowled, and he was star
by the lighining quickness of Travé
perception.

“I've stood as much as I intend
stand from you!” he snarled. “I
back what I said just now. I
allow you to change your mind ab
Gore-Pearce. our nal
down on I of
member that Irene Manners is in
much danger as you. Ill give you
an hour to think it over—and yg¢
better think carefully!”

He strode out and slammed the dd

Vivian Travers sat down at the ta
"gam and his face was set with sudd

rmination. A thought had com
hun and it was like a ray of suns
from between threatening storm clol

For he saw a way in which he cQ
relieve himself of at least one bt
Forrest might still blac i
other ways, but on
cricket, Forrest was finished.
pressed his advantage to such len
that he had over—reached
There was a limit, and he had g
beyond that limit. The worm, he
to find, was capable of turning.




BY

Fhere was a happy, cheerful look on
ne face of Vivian Travers as
arched into Study C—the home of
Nipper, Sir Montic rregellis-west and
.rou my Watson. The study was empty,

Travers turned about, went outside,
md was fortunate enough to see Nipper

stending by the fountain. He was
nlm]s- and was reading a newspaper.

Tallo, Travers!” “he said, as the
laLLm walked up. “Seen this about the
‘Test mateh? There's been a change in
the Australian Eleven. Bradman and
woodfull—

“Do you mind forgetting it for a
minute?” interrupted Travers. ‘ There's
somcfhmg of far greater importance to
discuss.”

“Something more 1mpottant than a
Test match?” smiled Nipper

“Yes; our rﬂtch ﬂgaxmt the River
House to-morrow.”

“Well, of course, you're right there,”
aumuted Nipper, with a twinkle. “St.
Frank’s cricket is more important any
day than a paltry affair like England
versus Australia, Have you selected
your team yet?”

“I think you had a letter from Mr.
Lee this morning?” asked Travers
abxupﬂy.

&

“IL comavned disappointing news?”

“Well, it all depends upon the way
you 100k at it,” replied Nipper. *Per-
sonally, I'm rather glad. “The guvnor
originally said that he would want me

help him with a forgery case he’s
working on. But now he writes to say
that I shan't be needed.”

“Which means you won't be leaving
thc school?"

“Xes

e ¢ only took on the captaincy of
Jjunior cricket because there was some
doubt as to your own movements,” said

ravers. “Well, that doubt no longer
Cxists, You're staying on, so I resign.”
|_“Rats!” said Nipper, laughing. “I'm
:athel pleased that the guv'nor doesn’t
need me, because it’s very pleasant at
St. Frank’s just now. I'm keen on
Cricket, and Tm enjoying myself im-
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mensely. It's a change to have no
responsibility, so youwll ohlige me by
remaining ~klppﬂr and Lalkmg sense,
instead of rot.”

“I've never talked better sense in all
id Travers earnestly. “I tell
igning. That means that

you autumatically regain the cap-
tainey.”
Nipper Jocked at him with curicus

intentness.

cre’s something on your mind,
wers,” he said. ““I've never scen you
quite so excited as this.”

“Do I look excited?”

“You don’t leok it, but it’s sert of
under the surface.”

“Well, never mind me—never mind
my excitement,” said Travers. “Is it a
go?”

“Certainly not,” said Nipper. *‘Why
this terrific hurry? Wait until the River
House match is over, anyhow. I don’t
see why there should be any change at
all.  Quite apart from that, its a
matter which the Junior Schocl should
decide.”

“Piffle and rubbish and hokum!”

“Thanks!”

“You know jolly well that an election
would be a waste of time,” said Travers
impatiently. “¥You were skipper before
I took over the job, and it stands to
reason that when I resign youll be
skipper again. Well, I'm telling you
straight from the shoulder that I'm
resigning now—here, this minute.
What's more, I haven't selected to-mor-
row’s team, and I'm leaving that to
you.”

Again Nipper looked at him very
straightly. A glimmering of the truth
came to him, for Nipper was not the
kind of fellow to go about with his eyes
closed. He had noticed the curiously
authoritative air which Forrest had
used of late when talking with Travers.
He remembered how Forrest had been
playing against the Grammarians.
There was something kehind all this—
something which Travers had no desire
to revecl. But knowing Travers as he
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did, Nipper came to the conclusi
he was not acting in this way without
good and sufficient reason. And now
that he had definitely heard from
Nelson Lee that he would not be

MER
n that

wanted, there was no longer any valid
Travers’

reason why he should resi
suggestion.
“All right,”
straight into the other’s face. “If you
feel that way about it, TAaxcrs pyil

he said,

leapt mto Travers’ eyes in that un-
gua*ded

moment 'dld not escape

y. There was, in all truth,
g behind all this.
r old fellow, it's a load off my
mind,” said Travers, recovering himself
instantly and speaking with all his old
careless ease. “As a carefree member
of the team, I guarantee to put up a
good performance to-morrow, but
Heaven alone knows what kind of a
show I should have made as skipper!
Don’t forget the last match.”

“I'm not sure that I shall put you in
the team,” said Nipper, smiling.

“ Better still!” exclaimed Travers. “I
could laze about and watch, and criti-
cise, and I can assure you there’s a
great deal of pleasure to be derived
from that.”

““You know I was only kidding,” said

Nipper. “I've been watching you at
the neto this week, Travers, and your
form is better than ever. Well, I shall
have to get busy and select my team.”

He spoke briskly. He was glad
enough, in fact, to again have the
responsibility. He liked it, for he was
a born leader.

Travers went indoors, and a minute
later Handforth came out.

“Seen Tr s anywhere?” he asked,
looking at Nipper.

“It’s a fulmy thing you missed mm
—he wen doors a minute ago,
rcphed \prpcz “What do you want hlm
for

‘c:ucf:w of course,” sald Handforth
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darkly. “I'm not sure yet whether Hi*
going t.o select me for to-morrogly:
match.”

“I don't think he is, old man,” s
Nipper gently.
“What!»

“As a matter of fact, I know
isn’t.”

“Where is he?” roared Handfo
violently. “By George, I'm not goi
to stand—"

“Whoa! Hold vour horses!” eja
lated Nipper, grinning. ‘Great Scof]
Youre like a human cyclone!” [ B

“Wait until the cyclone
Travers!” threatened Handforth.

“He’s not going to select you for
simple reason that he’s i
nobody,” explained Nipper.
to me a few minutes ago and resi
I am captain again.”

“On1”

“And I think, on the whole, that
like you to play against the RIy
House, Handy,” said Nipper, pattff
him on the shoulder. “How’s tha
Are you soothed?”

Handforth gulped.

“I say, you're not kidding?” he ask|
breathless!y

“Honour bright!”

“Good man!” yelled Handfor
grabbing him and dancing him roup
in a waltz. “Thank goodness that thi
fathead Travers is out of it! '8
in the team? Whoopee!”

He went dashing off, and within
few minutes half the Junior Schof
knew of the change, and everybody w
mightily pleased. For the Junior Scho
had complete and absolute confidend
in Nipper.

Travers, meanwhile, quite happy,
sitting in his study, wamng for Bernaly
Forrest.

Forrest came in with truculent ass g
ance, and Travers knew, at the ve
first glance, that his visitor had hea
nothing of the change of captaincy.f

“Well?” asked Forrest. ‘Have
thought it over?”. A
“I have.”

“And your answer?”



well, to tell you the truth, old fel-
. 1m not in a position to give you
; wer at all,” said Travers
It's nothing to do with me

g to do anything. I'm
sply teliing you that if you want a
co in to-morTow’s eleven, and a place
Gore-Pearce, you'd better go and
skipper.”
grinning  idiot!
kipper!”

a little mistake of yeurs,” said
“Fiiteen minutes ago

Y‘}\rl;nu are you trying to do?”
T

Youre the

[“So you'd better go and ask Nipper,”
id Travers sweetly, “But I'm afraid
won't be any good threatening him;
might not like it.”

[Bernard Forrest was speechless.
“Better cool down, old fellow,” said
avers, eyeing him with concern. “I'm
raid your blood pressure is rather
h. I can see the veins sticking out
your forehead like sailor’s knots.
d I don't altogether like the colour of
ur face. If you must break a blood-
ssel, be good enough to go and break
somewhere else. I do hate the sight
gore all over the place. Perhaps
wd better go to Gore-Pearce’s study;
will be rather appropriate.”
“Confound your infernal rotting!”
arled Forrest, leaning over the table
d forcing himself to speak calmly.
oure the most exasperating fellow
der the sun, Travers! You don’t
ink you've fooled me, do you?”

I'm not trying to fool you,” replied
ravers happily.  “Nipper is now the
hior skipper, and that’s honest injun.
0 you want me to cross my heart?”
At last Forrest was compelled to
alise his hold—as far as cricket was
Ncerned—was over. Travers had
Ckmated him. And Forrest raved
ith absolute fury for some minutes.
¢ had counted on playing in the River
Quse Match; it was perfectly true that
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he had proudly invited some friends to
come and watch him. He had counted,
too, on rcceiving that tenner from
Gore-Pearce. Now everything was shat-
tered.

“You think you've tricked me nicely,
don’t you?” he panted. “Well, I'm
goirg {o have my own back, Travers!
Tl send a telegram to your pater——

“And go and see Miss Bond, ch?”

“You—you—-=>

“Go right ahead!” snapped Tra
with sudden seriousness. “I'm
the whole business, anyway, and I e-
say Irene is, too. I'd prefer to be in a
City office than submit to this in-
tolerable persecution. Send all the
telegrams you want to—go and see a
hundred Miss Bonds! Do your rotten
worst!”

Travers meant it, too. He shrewdly
hoped that whatever trouble came to
him, none would come to Irene Man-
ners. That affair was old now, and the
older it got, the safer she was. It would
be difficult to rake it all up. If she had
been caught red-handed, she might
have been expelled. But the danger was
rapidly dwindling.

Travers’ own danger, on the other
hand, was as acute as ever. But per-
haps not. Travers remembered the
motor-launch, which his father had
sent as a kind of peace-offering. That
proved that Mr. Travers was relegting.

“We've finished, Forrest—under-
stand?” said Travers boldly. *To-day
you went so far that you overstepped
yourself. If you get me into trouble,
youll gain nothing for yourself—bub
a Form trial and a pretty p:
punishment. Think it over.”

“I haven't finished with you yet!”
said Forrest harshly.

“But I've finished with you, sweet-

of

heart,” replied Travers, eyeing his
visitor with complete composure. “By
Samson! What a fool I've been to

submit to your miserable petly villainy!
I've had nothing but trouble ever since
that wretched wet Saturday!”

“And there’s more trouble te come—
worse trouble.”
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“Let it come!™ retorted Travers,
with a shrug. ¢“Because of you and
your crookedness, I made a mess of
things in the Grammar School match;
because of you I had my brand-new
motor-launch taken away on the very
day it was delivered; because of you I
received a swishing from the Head, and
T'm still sore. Well, it’s over. I've been
a mug tco long. Get out of this study,
TForrest, and do your worst!”

He meant it, too. Bernard Forrest
locked at him with impotent rage. The
peity blackmailer, faced at last by a
deflant victim, discovered that his
weapon, after all, was so rotten that it
could inflict no injury. It would break
in two at the first blow, and a splinter
was likely enough to fly back and strike
Forrest himself.

To begin with, Forrest could have

got both Travers and Irene into serious
uwublc without any injury to himself,
but now it was a different matter. He
had allowed weeks to pass, and he had
used his knowledge infamously. Thus,
he had placed a rod in pickle which
could be used on his own back. If a
part of the truth came out, the whole
of the truth would come out.
when Forrest thought of what the
Remove would do to him, he came to
the conclusion that there is infinite
wisdom in the old adage, “silence is
golden.”

Without a word he stormed out of
Study H, leaving Travers really tran-
quil for the first time in weeks. Forrest
saw the combplete collapse of his cricket-
ing ambitions.

Little did he know that his greatest

opportunity was yet to come—and in a
most  surprising and unexpected
manner!

CHAPTER 12,

The River House Match.
HE day of the River House match
l was hot and sunny; in fact, a
typical English summer’s day,
with crystal blue skles and a few
streaky white clouds. There had been
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no rai
pitch at the R
perfect Lcndmon

A large contingent of St.- Fra:
fellows went over with the Jun
XTI, for the distance was under a_ mil
and this particular match alw:
attracted a big audience, for it wasg
kind of “local Derby.”

Cricket was taken seriously at
River House, and this year in partic
—what with the great Test matches
the King of Games was the only thi
that mattered. )

Dr. Molyneau Hogge, the principalf
the River House School, was much
evidence to-day, for it so happened thg

for two or three days, and
House School wasg

ar'd Admiral Walton and his gocd
They were, in fact, prospective clieq
sir_ Basil had two sons, and Admirg
‘Walton no less than three. They h
come down to-day to give the Riv
House School the “once over,” a
matters were more or less settled.
Hogge 'was in the best of humours
the circumstances, for he considered
certain that next term he would
five additional pupils. -

While the junior match was In pf

with cverything they saw. i
Nipper had won the toss, and he a
his men batted first. Bernard For
was conspicuous by his absence,
disgusted by the fact that he had
place in the team, he went off with
pals for a spree elsewhere. 3
Nipper and Travers opened the b
ting, and Travers, free of his wors
gave a _characteristically good perf
ance, He had come right back to f
He was enjoying himself immensel
he felt carefree, and as he batted
could have sung. He refrained, hd
ever, for such vocal efforts might, hd
been considered infra dig.
Nipper, unfortunately, lobbed a <
into the hands of cover-point early#ii:
the game, and he only scored a mod@y



however, went right
4 his’ fifty, and he seemed
> seb that ma‘ly fellows believed
would carry his bat right
the innings.
rth took Nipper’s place, and
ng, vigorous display of
Knocking three
in succession, he sent
11 right over the pavilion

Buf, as usual, he had a brief
i “life.” Having scored
two in almost record time, he fell
to & trap in trying to hit another
nd he was neatly stumped.
‘Funny thing,” he said, as he went
the pavilion. “I didn't know I was
t of my crease.”
Y'm only jumped about half-way
the px'ch old man,” said Church
m\mv “Never mind, You did
ety well.”
Handforth did not reply.  His atten-
n was attracted by a vision—or, to
exact, two visions—sitting close
hand. One of them was Irene Man-
rs, and the other a stranger.
jas dressed in something blue and
her hair, delightfully wavy, was
gold, and her eyes were of the
epc t brown. 1In fact, a very pretty

“W(.ll done, Ted,” said Irene, as he
°cd nearer, trying to look uncon-

ne
"“Oh, rather!” said Handforth, “Eh?
I mean, it wasn't very good, wally,
s 1t? I meant to make a century.”
"You always do, Ted,” chuckled his
1 chum. “I don’t mmk  yowve met
inie Harpel, hwve you

O'Vme I'axp , the ﬁrteen«year»o‘d
Sir Basil, gave Handforth
muc which scemed to tie his tongue
xoa Handforth was very sus-
o feminine charms, and the
t thm Irene, his special chum, was
“S’m, made no difference. He wa
1 on the instant; he “fell ” f
i with o’ dull, sickening tiud.
wone, who knew Handforth’s little
V5 wos vastly amused.  She was not
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ry J’l“

<

jealous, on the cont
eet cnouvh to ma‘t

’Ihe after,
forth gqve no furthcr thc ght
cricket, Connie, with her red-gold hair,
occupied all his thoughts.
He was astonished,
ha;

over. At least, it only seemed a minu

to him.  Actually, over an hour h:
passed, and Nipper & Co. left the 1

with a total of a hundred and eighty-

seven. It was not particularly good,
neither was it bad.

It was a shock for Handforth wh
he was dragged away from Connie H:
per’s side—to take his place in the field.
He had quite forgotten that he would
be required to go leather hunting in the
hot sunshine.

“Do you bowl?” asked the girl. -

“Well, yes, but I don’t suppese 111 be
put on this afternoon,” said Handforth.
who was no bowler at ail, but laboured
under the delusion that ne was. “I
expect Nipper will give Qome of lhe
other fellows a chance. I'd like you to
see my bowling, too. I s "ak fo the
skipper about it, and he might put
me on.”

he did speak to Nipper, and Nipper

d.

*“So you want to show off in front of
the new girl friend, eh?” he asked
landly,  “Nothing doin Handy! I
can’t allow you to brain’ these River
House batsmen.”

“Brain them?” repeated Handforth,
staring.

** Well, when you bow], the ball is just
as likely to go at a fellow’s head as at
his wicket,” explained Nipper. “Lar-
wood’s high explosives aren’t in it with
yours. This is a cricket match, old
man, net a coconut shy.”

*Why, you—you—-"

But Nipper was walking away, chuc-
kling. And presently the St. Frank’s
XI went out into the field, and the
River House innings commenced.

It opened disastrously. ~Hal Brew-
ster, the River House skipper, was

ster,
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taking the bowling from the redoubt-
able Australian junior, Jerry Dodd.
v h the first two balls of the over,
was uncertain. He found the
difficuit to play, and he confined

e the third dthel}. Swish!
A regu!nr whanger. As Jerry saw the
ball speeding on its way, he also saw
Brev Lu swing his bat up for a big hit.

Crack
rewster sent it away splendidly, but

Dodd, rushing halfway down the
leapt high into the air, his arm
retched.

Click!

It was a glorious catch, as unex-
pected as it was brilliant. Brewster,
starting to run, came to a halt, stag-
gered. He had expected the ball to
go to the boundary.

“‘Hozzat!” yelled Jerry, as he sent the
leather skywards.
“On, well caught!”

““Good man, Dodd!”

Norton came out to take Brewster’s
place, and he treated the Australian
junior’s bowling with the utmost re-
spect.

After an over or two, he and Ascott
seitled down, and although the bamng
was not sensational, it was steady. Th
score gradually mounted up.

When it stood at sixty-three, Hand-
forth made a good catch in the deep,
and as he tossed the ball back to the
bowler, he glanced round eagerly.

“Well caught, Ted!” cried a sweel
voice.

Connie Harper was w‘wmv to him
and she had called “Teat” H'md-
for tlh went hot all ovcr and he waved
bacl

“I see Handy’s got a new flame,” re-
marked Travers, with a smile. !
hope ke keeps his mind on the game.”

“It's a point which has been worry-
inz me a bit,” admitted Nipper. “Still,
he made a good catch just then, so I
think he'll be all right.”

The Saints had conﬁdnnuy C,Ap"c’cd
to make an easy win. Bu River
Hcuse batsmen proved obgtmn and a
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situation developed which bd
dramatic in the extreme. Word
round all over the school, and flog
seniors came o watch the match.
Hogge and his guests were ther
almost as excited as the boys
selves.

The ninth River House wickef§
fallen—and the score stood at 185,
runs less than St. Frank's—and thg
River House man was coming in

This over would decide it, and 1§
any odds that River House would]
the match.

‘Then came the tragedy.

Glynn was batting, and Harry
ham was bowling. The ball which@
down was just wide, and. Glynn sl
not have_ touched it.
innocent-looking ball, and heg§
tempted. Back went his bat, and
hit with all his strength. i

“Ooocoooh!” went up a gash
groan from the River House spectd

It looked like the end.
second, the tension was acute. G
had meant to score a boundary,
thus secure a scnsamonal victory

and it was an easy ca(ch for the
man in the 3
The fieldsman was Handforth.

The batsmen were running—for
is nothing certain in cricket.
could run three, anyway, bounda:
not, and that would mean victory.
and forth they raced.

“Handy!” almoest screamed Chi
in agony. 4

For he had seen, to his horror, §
Handforth ha.d allowed his attentio

he was glaring Lowqrds the cdg
field, “heAe Conmo Hm‘por Stood

frock. t
Handforth’'s mind from the game;
that the Hon. Aubre




and his pals, Carstairs and
., were literally surrounding the
nd the Hon. Aubrey was having
B Heled impertinence to finger

- glorious hair. fandforth

rne
tes,

arr
gir
ady!” went up a wild, anguished

with 2 jump, Handforth lock round.
saw the batsmen running, he saw,
the same time, the ball hurtling
aight down from the skies upon him.
capt, but he was flurried and un-
‘The leather struck his out-
elm, bounded into the air,
clutched with both hands, and for
e 2l us split second it seemed that
would hold it. But his fingers
emed to be greased, and the ball
pped out his grasp as he stumbled
adiong, and rolled to the turf,
° missed!” groaned Nipper.
d! River House wins!”
al groans for Handforth’s inex-
“muif ” were mingled with the
of the River House supporters.
this was the really critical moment
moment which was to mean so

“He

ne and his pals indulged in
atured “barracking.” It was
e them.

Butterfingers!” yelled the

1. Bertram Carstairs.
“Go and bury yourself, Handforth!”
Cuted the Hon. Aubrey.

v yeiled with derisive laughter—
andforth, already seeing red, losi
cte control of himself. There
e cads, jeering at him in the

rth ran like a he
<€ matceh, he for
he forgot

ot
iy
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the cne fact that Wellborne & Co. had
annoyed the fair Connie, and had given
him “the bird.”

Like a human juggernaut he sailed

in. ~ Wellborne & Co. were quite un-
prepared for the attack.
rash! Biff! Thud! Slosh!
dforth’s right caught Wellborne
1 the face; his left rammed Car-
on the side of the head; his right
ne round again, and Coates was sent
awling.
. Oh, please!™ cried Connie, startled.
" You rotters—you jeering cads!” bel-
lowed Handforth, “Stand on one side,
blow you!”

Wellborne & Co. rushed at him in
unison. TInfuriated at being knocked
down front of the girl, they charged
at Handforth venomously, It was un-
fortunate that -Church and McClure
should be so mear at hand, for they
were always loyal to Handforth, and
now they threw themselves into the
fight in his defence. In less than threc
econds a minor riot was taking place.

‘To make matters worse, 2 number of
River House boys, thorcughly excited,
Joined in the fray. Then the St. Frank’s
ricketers, shocked and  startled,
streamed up.

It is an undeniable fact that Nipper
and Travers and most of the others
joined in the battle with the single pur-
pose of separating the combatants.
Gresham and Jerry Dodd had brought

ket stumps with them, to use as per-
weapons. But when somebody
gave Nipper a terrific poke in the eye,
he not unnaturally forgot his original
purpose, and hit back. Somebody else
wrenched a stump from Gresham’s
hand, and cracked him over the head
with it. After that the St. Frank's
Junior XI quite unintentionally found
t lves involved in a free fight.
Great heavens! This is terrible!”
houted Dr. Hogge, as he came running
up. ““Boys—hoys !, Have you gone
mad!”

There was so much noise going on
that his voice was not even heard. And
the headmaster of the River House
School was mnot only angry but
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anguished. That this disgraceful in-
sident showld take place before the eyes
his visitors—the parents of prospec-
tive pupils!  Not three minutes ago,
Admiral Walten had declared that he
was_quite satisfied and that he would
send his three sons to the River ITouse.
All might yet have been well but for a
single painful incident. One of *he
cricket stumps, emerging from the thick
of the scrapping juniors, flew through
the air and its point strick Lady Har-
per’s hat. Tragedy, stark and dreadful,
followed. For not only was the hat
whisked off, but Lady Harper'’s hair
with it. There she stood, in the full
view of scores of people, under the hot
unchine, with a head that was more or

ﬁ:matura!ly, she

Mot
fainted, and Sir Basil nearly had an
apoplectic stroke on the spot, and was
pable of going to his wile's

promptly

Meanwhile, the fight was over. Nip-
per, shouting at the top of his voice,
had managed to make himself heard.
But_his efforts came too late. Even
as the boys separated, Sir Basil Harper
Tound his voice.

*Disgraceful! Outrageous!” he
stormed, Never in my life have I been
s0, 1\,.\\ ited.”

Dad!” cried Connie, running up.
“Oh, why don't you help mother?”

The girl \exy deftly replaced her
mother's w d hat, and she was
flushing with shame, for she had Leard
the titter af laughter which had gone
up from some of the nearby spectators.
She and her father, assisted by two or
tirree River House boys, got Lady Har-
per to her feet.

““To the car!” blazed Sir Basil
leave at once.”

“My dear sir—my dear si
Dr. &[ogge running up. “I be,

“We

“Not a word, sir!” thundered Sir

Basil. “You will hear from my solici-
tors about this in due course. I infend
to bring against you for as-
sault. And if you think I
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will allow my sons to enter sug
wretchedly conducted school asj
you axe m<tly mistaken. Young i
gans, at’s what your pupil§
»nmhmv bl'b young hooligans!”
Admiral Walton and his lady
equally incensed, and Dr. Hogge's
was like a cry in the wilderness.
five minutes his guests had depa
and he had lost five pupils.
or the Si. Frank's Junior XT if§
only the bennmng of the trou‘ule,
Bernard Forrest’s great chancey
looming neer.

CHAPTER 13.

The ficad Comes Down Hard.
« yT was your fault, Handy!” §

l Nipper accusingly.
Handforth, now _ thorouls
cooled down, was aghast at his * crif
The affair, starting so casually,
developcd like lightning into a first-cl
“incident.” ~ The consequences
hkgly to be grave.

n't rub it in,” groaned Hg

torth_ “I didn’t mean to start 2
thing like that. I take all g
blame!”

“Too late for that, I'm afraid,” §
Nipper. “You hopeless t, Ha,
It's no good being wild with you!”

“Why don’t you get wild u)th m
asked Handforin, glaring. “Kic
Knock me down! Rave as muc
you like! I deserve it, don’t I?”

His compiete acknowledgment off
ams dxsa.m(d his schoolfellows.

eserve to be booted out of 4
scnoal'” went on Handforth wreff
edly. "I missed the catch, an'{ gt
River House the game! I b
cads, started a riot!
I must have been clean off my chum
“Everything happened because

cd the catch,” said Church. “¥
It was all becal

lovelorn fathead!
of that girl!”
“DOP'L blame her—blame me,”
olLL‘d Handforth. “Didn't sou 4
Jellborne and his pals annoying

Im not making excuses for mvscl




@

any—but when I saw
forcing their rotten atien-
ripping girl I forgot all
a n Theu, aftema‘du,
baldheaded.”
, that’s " said
o “Evnrvmmg
d nz\u boen all rwh‘ if the inci-
'nm “ad ended there.  But other chaps
) ed in Lh(\ serap, and (hen when we

TS leﬂ, eye was nearly closed
becoming ominousiy blas
of the other cricketers were
too.

woter was very decent about
vas naturally annoyed that
r should have taken place
own C: t fleld; but he made
uses for Wellborne & Co.

started it,” he said angrily.
ered at Handforth—and that

going for them. But he
L ‘wwe waited until later.”
at’s just Handy's trouble—h

* said Nipper. “Well, ther
be the very dickens over thi
You can trust me to exonerate
jou from all blame. Our chaps started
nd our chaps must take

In
rere scared. They knew thac
h"x(. \xomd bﬁ' an explosxou ov r

ey the
wu 01 pum hmem was bemcr set
nto motion,

%ﬂmx feelings were right on thc m;

had
Like
Kings-

aight
ae he burst upon Mr.

“Your boys have committed an un-
ardonable outrage at my school, sir!”
:: shouted. ¢ They have brought dis-
3”{" uj ptvn me, and they have insulted

lly, Dr. Hogge, you mustn’t shout
5, sald Fighting Jim gently.
2se calm down.”
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“I cannot calm down, sir—I will not
calm down!” thundered the River
House headmaster. “Your boys have
given my school a bad name. I have
pils already, and Heaven
s how many more. When
of my scholars hear of what
has h‘xppmet.A——”

“Will you please explain, Dr. Hogge?”
intermpted Mr. Kingswood firmly.

He s a man of strong perscnali
and he soon succeeded in calming
visitor down. Then came Dr., Iloggcs
story mewhat incoherent at first—
but as he became calmer, he managed
to give Fighting Jim all the essential
facts. And Mr. Kingswood's face be-
came more and more grave.

“I am distressed, Dr. Hogge, that my
boys should bave created such a dis-
graceful scene,” he said, abt length.
“You can be assured thdL I will. make
he most stringent inqui and th
culnms shall be pum:hed

ost severity.

“BC:L!' in mind, sir, that your boys
were the aggressors,” sald Dr. Hogge. “I
claim no responsibility whntsomer I
can p"cqucc fifty withesses——"

“I do not doubt your word, sir,” in-
terrupted the Head quietly. “Natur-
ally, T shall lose 1o Lime in instituting a
ccmplc ¢ investigation. If you will be

cod enough to give me the addresses
(). Sir Basil Harper and Admiral
Walmn, 1 will write to these gentlemen
assure n that not an iota of
e can attach itself to you or your
I am accepting your word that
h(. St. Frank’s boys were entirely to
blame and the investigation will no
do‘xb. corroborate all you have told me.”

“It will, indeed,” said Dr. Hogge,
much mollified. “I thank you, Mr.
Kingsweod, for your commen-sense view
cf the matter. I do hope fhat you will
be able to pacify bkoth Harper an:
Walton.”

Mr. Kingswood was not so much in-
terested in the two gentlemen Dr
Hogge had named. He was exercised
in mind by the fact that the St. Frank's
Junior XT had disgraced itself on a

m the ut-
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neighbour’s playing field. It was an
offence of the utmost seriousness.

Scarcely hzui Dr. Hogge departed than

Mr. Kingswood had another visitor.
Edward Oswald Handforth, unusually
pale, was ushered in.

“I have permitted you to sce me,
Handforth, so that I can tell you that
I wish to hear no statement from you
with regard to the unfortunate affair
of the River House Schecol,” said the
Head bluntly. “When I am ready to
make my inquiries- ”

“But you don’t need to make any in-
quiries, sir,” interrupted Hanchorth
eagerly. “I’ll take zll the blame.
was all my fault.”

“\ow, look here, young man:

“But it was, sir,” urged Handforth.
“Some of the River House chaps jeered
at me, and, like a chump, I took offence.
Everything would have been all nn'ht
if I had laughed at them. But
knocked them down, and then some of
our chaps came to my help, and—-"

“And a free fight developed?” asked
the Head grimly.

“But it wasn c ‘their fault, sir,” almost
shouted Handforth. “It was my fault.
My fault, sir—every bit of 16! I don’t
care \\hat you do to me, because I de-
. log me—sack mc—-b t don’t
take it out of the other chaps!”

The Head looked at him with a twink-
ling eye.

“I admi

Handforth, for the
the

e you,
open way in which you are taking
entire blame upon your own should
d. “Your [ram{ confession, I
9d1mt disarms me.
“And you won't hold any ing
sir?” asked Handforth breath

“You won’t punish the others?”
“I did not say that,” replied Mr.
Kingswood. “Knowing you as I do, my
boy, I am quite ready o believe that it
was you who started the fight. You
must ny to cu;b that impuisive nature
3 er, as I told you at

not prepared to go into this
I will bear in mind what
tion ycu

matter yeb
you have said, and I will quest
at the right time.”
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“But
chaps, sir—

"”‘haﬁ will do, Handforth,” mx
Head, and his voice was a

Handforth was hopeful
joined a crowd of juniors ing
Triangle. They had not known, §
then, of what he had done.

“I think it'll be all right,” he
“I told the Head if was my fault]
I'm going to take all the blame.”

“But you'll get sacked!” said Chy
in alarm. )

“Don’t I deserve it?” growled

ou can’t jump on the

forth., “Is it right that any
should suffer? Fancy mi ng s
catch!” in

He seemed to be far more concg
over losing the match than anj
else. Nipper and the others wei
no means optimistic; they felf, inj
bones, that Handforth’s
would have no effect.

And they were right,

r. Kingswood, with his
straight-from-the-shoulder
instituted an immediate inquiry.
and other members of the t
sent for, questioned, and they
went from

of procession. i
the River House School; to say notd

of seniors and masters who had ¥
independent witnesses.
wood thrashed the whole thing of
its very roots.

And before the evening was ove!
entire school was called together
Big Hall, and the Head announced
decision. There was a great husH
hs came upon the platform. :

During the past hour or so, St. Fra
had been in a turmoil; the juniors
all excited, and more than a bit s
the seniors were scandalised and i
nant. Sixth Formers and Fifth Fori
had been going about from hou
house, bitterly complaining of §
scandal which had been brought
the school by “the kids.” They
glad that their headmaster was &
of crisp, decisive action. Many ang
Head woull have wasted day

confesd




2 inquity as this; but Mr. Kingswood
a2 109 o setier
't am going to tell you straight away
nat I L;ke a very grave view of the un-
o tunate incident which took place this
‘Eteinoun at the River House School,”
Head, plunging straight into
ect without any loss of words.
¢ full inquiries, and there
ightest doubt that a junior
inz to this school started the

g shout hd JHandforth. “Don’t
dy o

ihis one J‘anor boy is no more to
than the others who took part
rceful scene ” continued the
Hmd relentlessly.  “One definite and
¢ fact emerges from my in-
the Junior EAe.en of 3t. Frank's
ced itself.”

“Lvery member of that cleven took
[part_in the fighting,” s

wood.  “Th
pa'domble

un-
rowdyism on the
school—a
nn homr'ng school. I am shocked
bc,mud measure.  Cricket—the very
word ‘cricket '—is the synonym for
everything that is clean sport.
Eleven boys of this school disgraced
themselves this afternoon, and it is my
decision m:t they are unwerthy of
repres: I‘ranks in any further

sin of
6 ground of another

match this
There was an a;’om:ed silence for
Some moments. The Junior XI was

stunned. Then suddenly gasps sounded,

and protests. Murmurs of approval

‘mtxlc from the dignified Fifth and
.

Handforth so far forgot himself as to
;knp out of his pl.Lcc in the Remove
ks,

“But, sir, you can’t do it!”

he panted.
Ym (lnm T ])Luth the whole eleven.

It

a pumshmenb fa“ this grave
I single out no paxtlcnlar boy,”
Kingswood.  *There will be

As
Ofenca,
said agp,
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no floggings, for I realise that the fight
itself developed, more or less, of its own
mo'nenmm But it stands clear that
h boys are not to be trusted in the
et field. And the boys who com-
ed the St. Frank’s Junior Eleven this
rnoon are henceforth forbidden to
y cricket for the school. For them
tle Side will be out of bounds until
mm T notice.”

Stunned as Nipper & Co. had been
before, they were now overwhelmed
with dismay. They would have taken
their medicine gamely if they had been
ordered, one by one, to go up on the

platform and receive a ﬂovgmg But to
be barred from cricket—-

“May I speak, sir?” asked Nlppe*

“I cannot listen to any excuses,
ied the Head.

*“As captain of the Junior Eleven, sir,
I would like to say that most of us
were trying to put a smp to the fight,”
ur"fd Nipper, but not v hopefully.

“I ds uc say it looked as s though we were
joini

= Umonunabnly for your argument,
young man, you appear to be the owner
of a very fine b'aL}' eye,” interrupted
the Head grimly “Do you stand there
and deny you did not hit back, after
th'\c x‘unch had been administered?”

“Well, no, sir,” said Nipper lamely.
“I believe I did hit back. Who
wouldn't2"

“Then your argument is comu!ctely
destroyed,” said the headmaster. “ ¥
have admitted that you were ﬁgbt-n
_yust as all your companions were fight.

ng.  The matter is ended.  The school
may dismiss.”

':'

in——>

CHAPTER 14,
Bernard Forrest's Ghanco,
BARR!:D from mchet for the rest

of the season
“Oh, my goodncss"’
“It’s unthinkabl
Shouts of dxsmay rang out in the
junior passages of St Frank’s. Every-
body was thunderstruck by the head:
master's decree.  Cricket, at this time
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he year was the one subject which
. This yeax' more than ever,
v cricket was 1 air; Lhe en!

cricket, living (.xu,ket
“It's oo awful for words!” groaned
Nipper. “What are we geoing to do

about our fixtures? We shall lose every
match!”

“Why should we?” drawled Ber
Torrest, who had heard the news th
joy. “There are plenty of other fellows
in the Remove and Fourth, aren't
there?

“But it'll be an
another eleven—a
said Nipper.

“Don’t you believe it,” replied For-
rest. “’Ihc.e qre as aood fish in the
sea as ever It seems to me
jOU c‘mps a {ed ior trouble—and you
got it

“Are you asking for trouble?” de-

anded Handforth truculently.
So youwre going to start another
fight?” “sneered Forrest. “Don’t you
think' you'd bctt,er ccol down, Hand-
forth? = Haven’t you caused enough
trouble already?”

Handforth dropped his fists helplessly;
for once he was abject.

“I admit it,” he muttered. “It was
all my fault—and the Head ought to
have jumped on me alone. It’s rotten!
It's unfair! Im going straight to

a

awful job to get up
good one, I mean,”

gswood:
No good, old son,” interrupted
Nipper. “He wouldn’t listen to you.

You can’t expect a headmaster to
change and chop about. He’s made his
decision, and there’s an end of it. After
all, he’s right, you know. We were all
ﬂr'h&n" and we did disgrace St. Frank’s
Junior cricket. It’s just rotten bad
luck. Nobody meant to do anything
discreditable, and in our eyes the whole
incident was trifling. But headmasters
and other people are ant LO look at these
L‘).in"s in a different way.”

Forrest had walked off with gleaming
eyes. This disaster to the Junior
was his opportunity. All this season
ke had planned and plotted to get into
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cricket. He had used Travers fol
purpose—until Travers had got sig
it. Now, unexpectedly, Fate had p}
into his h"m{L And Torrest, fg
his unscrupulousness, was a fellg]
ceasiderable ving force.  Whe}
liked to put his mind to it, he coy]
very convineing, very volcanic.
He gathered about him, now, hi
chums, Gulliver and Bell, Gore-
Hubbard, Owen major, and Ha;
“My_son
he said bris!
moment, is
but that’s soon going to be cor:
“I expect they'll elect Buster
of the Fourth,” said Owen major.d
wasn't playing to- ¥
“They won't elect Eoots," mLe1 i
“Thcy’ll elect me.” 2
£

“I've made up my mind to taki
the cricket,” went on Forrest
“What’s more, Il see to it thal
pals are in the eleven. You'll get
place, Gore-Pearce, after all.”

“Gad! I wish you meant it!”]
Ciaude Gore-Pearce. i

“I do mean it—as youll find bg
you're many days older,” said Be
Forrest, squaring his jaw. “Whi
make up my mind to a thing
straight ahead.” i

He did go ahead, too. No soone:
it announced that an election woul
held to select a new junior captain 3
Forrest entered his own name. Of
were John Busterfield Boots, Timg
Armstrong, and the Hon. Douglas
gleton. The entire Junior Schook
now in a turmoil.  Cricket was
melting-pot, so to speak, and before;
thing definite could be done, a new,
tain had to be elected, and a new
chosen. :

For the next day or two it was
thing but excitement in the J
School. Bernard Forrest, with trem
dous driving force, urged his -
qualifications. One of the great pa
in his favour was that he had put i
very good show in the match ag
Bannington Grammar Scheol. e




red that he had been

y d
~ by 3
e that there had been a lot of
alousy in the old eleven, and he main-
aed that if he became vklprcr he
ve eery fellow Ius chance,

9r’ not scored more thm ten runs.

e he had been out for a duck. Arm-

of the East House, was no

reat C: cketer, and the Hon. Douglas

on tock life far too easily to be
us candldate

e n

I he gave brilliant displays of bats-
msum Undoubtedly he was at the
bp of his form now; he had never
1awu such cricket. He seemed to be

h
All of ‘which, no doubt, was the direct
esult of his batile of wits with Vivian
TAVErS.

o period he had held Travers
his thumb, and he had forced
ravers to put him in the team; he had

rom the blue, Travers had checkmated
im.  Now, like another holt fmm (he
plue, his opportunity had ¢
frent at it with both fists wnh tremen—
fous energy.
He cven forgot to smoke, or to
pamble.  He had gof cricket Into his
@lood, and, rotter though he was, he
ould certainly play—and it was in his
avour that he wanted to play. Per-
aps he felt that his pride would suffer
q tainious fall if he did not assert
imself now.
He l\ne\\’ that Buster Boots was his
Phly serious rival, and if Boots were
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n. | out of it.

€9

They were
Eleven of them—forbidden to
even walk on Little Side—forbidden to
play for the schocl.

Two days after the dread blow had
fallen they were getting desperate.
Ordinarily they had been in the habit
of rising early and going out to the nets
for pmchcc They had dashed off to
Little sSide, tco, immediately after
morning lessons.  Most of them had
spent nearly all their leisure hours on
the playing fields. Now they could do
nothing but mooch about the Triangle,
or meon round the passages.

& Co. were mere spectators.

“This can't go on” said Nipper
grimly. “It's not going on, either.
My sons, a brain-wave came to me

this morning.”

He was in the Triangle now,.and
round him he had gathered the late XI.
In other parts of the Triangle candi-
dates for the captaincy were holding
their own meetings, and there was a
considerable noise.

“What's the geod of a brain-wave?”
asked Handforth grufily. “Nothing
can alter the fact that we are barred
from p‘aym" cricket.”

‘‘But we're not.”

“Ehe”

“We're only barred from Little Side.”

“What’s the difference?”

“All the difference in the world,” re-

plied Nipper keenly. “My idea is to

take the Head htera.llyAw accept the
exact letter of his decree. I can re-
member his very words: ‘Those boys
are forbidden to play for the school for
the remainder of the season.’ ‘Little
Side is out of bounds until further
notice” Remember those words, my
sons, and think hard.”

“What's the good of thinking?”
asked Harry Gresham impatiently. “We
can’t play, and there’s an end of it.”

“We can’t play on Little Side—we
can’t play for the school,” agreed
Nipper. “But what'’s to stop us having
a ground of our own?”

Handforth jumped.

“By George!” he ejaculated. “You



0
—you mean, prepare a pitch for our-
selves and then fix up our own
matches?”

“Exactly.”

There was a buzz of excitement, and

Nipper's audience looked hot and cager.
“There’s a meadow just across the
road—almost oppcsite the gates,” con-
tmued Nlprer. “We can_hire it from
Holt for a few shillings a week
e’s doing nothing with it just now.
And if we all put our backs into it we
can roll it and cut it—"

“Hold on,” said Travers sadly. “At
first it secemed to be a great idea, but
there’s an awful snag.”

“Name it,” said Nipper.

“Well, the }7('nd wouldn’t stand for
it, that’s all,” replied Travers. “You
don’t think he’'d calmly stand by and
let us dodge his decree like that, do
you?”

“Yes.”

“Then youre an optimist.”

“Not 50 much an optimist as a good
of character,” said Nipper
¢ . “Mr. Kingswood is no ordinary
headmaster. Remember, he’s a sports-
man—a great boxer, an athlete. He
was down on us mainly because old
Hogge had kicked up the dickens of a
fuss, and he felt that he had to be
drastic. 'We're not going to play on
Little Side, and we're not going to play
for the school. Very well. Can he
drop on us if we play on our own
private ground? He said nothing about
barring us from cricket altogether.
Dash it, we can do as we like, can’t we,
in our own leisure time?”

“It’s worth thinking over, dear old
fellow,” said Travers dreamily. “I be-
lieve you're right about the Head. He's
a great sport, and I believe he’ll furn a
blind eye. Naturally, we shall be defy-
ing him; but, as we shall be sticking to
the Jetter of his decree, we shall be
within our rights. It just remains to be
seen what he’ll do about it.”

“It’s worth risking, anyhow,” sal
Nipper. “If we had old Hogge as a
headmazter we couldn’t even try the
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thing. I'm banking on r‘ig}m
Kingswood’s sportsmanship. “

half the man I think he is hc’ll
blind as a bat, and, in private,
chuckle at our ‘activities and appr
them.”

“I say, we can go fur‘her, can't §
asked Handforth eagerly. wWe
up games wit!
with Hclmfold, and-

“Oh, no,” said Nipper.
wouldn't be playing fair. Any
Frank’s team that plays Banningf
Helmford must be a representativ
Frank’s eleven. Ours won't be @
Frank’s eleven at all—i
The Head might wink if we fix}
games with outside schools, but
come down like a ton of bricks
played against the schools in the
fixture list. Al we want is crick
and we’ll get it.”

“Meanwhile, Forrest looks like

5
g -
£
g8
i

son, hark at him now!
give the fellow credxt he's putting @
tremendous fight.”.
Alrcady the elect
conclusion.
When the hour came for
Bernard Forrest was confident.

tion was a foreg

paign, and he had aroused the H
and file to great enthusiasm. Hed
told the unthinking fellows tha
was a_great leader, a great crick
and they believed him. 1
generous promises, and his boa%s W
picturesque. 3

“Why worry because the old elé
has been washed out?” he dema
“Isn’t it time there was a chal

Nipper’s eleven scored a paltry hund
and eighty-seven—and lost the gal
Why, any eleven that I could cho
would do better than that. What ali
the Abbot: sfoxd match? Nipper’s elé
lost—badly.”

“But it rained!” shouted somehod



n only proves that Nipper's a
er,” retorted Forrest. “The
or was uncertain, and the ground
jamp. He won the toss, but he put
ord in first. If he and his men
ed first there would have been
erent story.” b

by such arguments, by twisting
rorrest gained more and more

s,
ool was great enthusiasm when the
for voting came.  Forrest carried
£ He was elected by an

cfore him. X
erwhelming majority, and one of the
ost surprising reversals in the history
the St. Frank’s Junior School had
me about.

Forrest, the slacking outsider, had be-
me supreme contreller of Junior

!

ey
CHAPTER 15,
The Rehel X1,
clection over, the excitement
cdied down. B
Forrest, as captain, calmly

ade his plans for the match against
elmford College, which was to take
ace in two days’ time—at St. Frank’s.
rrest gave himself wholeheartedly to
icket, and he kept such fellows as
re-Pearce and Gulliver and Hubbard
ork at the nets,

one thing to be said for the
ighter,” admitted Buster Boots. “He’s
king this cricket seriously. I'm be-
to believe that hell make a
W

i he'll select us for his eleven?”
Xed Bob Christine.
Not a chance,” growled Boots.
He'll pick all his own cronies.”
hile, Nipper had successfully
ted with Farmer Holt, and the
ow, on the other side of the road
¢ the St. Frank's gateway, be-
fie playing field of the Rebel XI.
decided upon this thing, Nipper
s chums went into it with whole-
Aged enthusiasm. They did so
oo, knowing that it would be per-
1V useless to attempt any secrecy.
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And, of course, before long the whale
school was talking about it. Fellows
were saying that the Head would soon

et to know, and he would put a stop
to it all, |

Eut, after all, the headmaster of a
great Public school has many other
things to think about, and if he takes
interest in cricket at all, it is any odds
that he will confine himself to Senior
cricket. Headmasters and other masters
are apt to regard Junior cricket as
somewhat beneath their notice, Which,
from the point of view of the Juniors,
is sheer nonsense.

Behold, therefore, eleven hard-work-
ing and enthusiastic Removites labour-
ing in the hired meadow. It must be
confessed that the Fourth Formers, in
the main, were not sorry to see the
downfall of the Junior XI. For this
season, in particular, there had been
much controversy and jealousy in the
ranks of the Fourth. The Fourth felt
that any representative Junior XI:
should contain five or six Fourth
Formers, -~ But it so happened that
Nipper had selected for the River
House match an XI consisting entirely
of Removites. Certainly, he had been
Jjustified, for he had chosen the best
men, Buster Boots, Bob Christine,
and other Fourth Formers had openly
declared that he was off his rocker.

Now that Nipper's XI. was banned,
they were hoping to get a look in. But
it was a forlorn hope—as evidenced by
the conversation between Boots and
Christine. ~ Forrest was not likely to
select many Fourth Formers. Or, if he
did, they would be his own discreditable
pals—fellows like Merrell and Marriott
and Snipe.

Nipper and his men worked like

iggers. Their first job on the new
pitch was to cut the grass. They
marked out a big square section of the
meadow, and mowed the grass down
closely. Then they gave their care to
the pitch itself.

Wonders were performed In a miracu-

lously short time.
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ey got up hours before the ri
kell in the clear sunshine of the
summer’s  morning; they borrowed
Farmer Holt’s rollers and water-carts,
They watered the meadow, rolled it and
cut it, and the transformation was
something akin to a modern miracle.
It was a mere proof of what could be
done by Getermined fellows who put
their heart and soul into their work.

The very instant morning lessons
were over Nipper and his men rushed
out to get on with the job; they did not
desist until a minute or two before
dinner. Then they had it out again.
As soon as afternoon lessons were over
they were on the job once more. Tea
was forgotten—it did not matter. They
worked so hard that at the end of the
day they were nearly dropping with
exbhaustion.

But young bones quickly recover, and
in the morning, except for a little stiff-
ness, they were as fit as ever again.
Other juniors came and inspected the
new field, and, now and again, seniors
came across, and there were many
headshzkes.

“Whilst I admire the spirit which has
prompted this lavish display of energy,
brothers, T must warn you that you are

probably wasting your time,” said
William Napoleon Browne, the long,
lean skipper of the Fifth Form. “In-

deed, I fail to understand why you have
been allowed to carry on so far.”

“The Head's a good chap, Browne,”
said Nipper. “He must know about this
—put he’s winking his eyes at us.”

“I hope you are right, Brother Nipper
—but I doubt it,” caid Browne, shaking
his head. “Only this morning I was in
conversation with Brother Pagc*—and
Brother Pagc» was inclined to be quite
pessimistic.”

“0ld Paget would get us into trcuble
if he could,” ag‘.ced Nipper. “Don’t
you mention your bad-tempered old
Form-master to us, Browne. And what
about Pycraft? Don’t you think he’s as
bad—and worse? He's been nosing
about here two or three times, and if
he hasn't given the tip to the Hea ad, I'm
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squash

“A q“J\]cl sensible way to la
things,” declared Browne, wi
proval, “Perhaps you will permyj
to offer a word of cri] ? The
if I may say <o, somewha(, resemy
rubbish dump.” 4

“What you're looking at, you @
a rubbish dump,” said Nipper.
been picking up all the stone:
up roots by the score, and a
of thing. Here's the real pitc!
this side.”

“Forgive me,” said Browne |
fully. “Ah! This, Brother Nipp
decidedly hctter Not good, of cf
but better.”

“You fathead!” said Handlo
of face 'lnd du*ty of hand. “Its
billiard tabl

“And all these holes, I presumg
the pockels?” asked Browne polit:

But he was only kidding. The
after careful nursing and tending
rolling and watering and cutting,
really excellent. Considering tha(j
three days before this meadow hady
piece of pastureland,
change was astounding.

“And what are you going to d
matches“” :«sked Browne.

as umpire?”

“You can’t help it, Browne, old
said Nipper kindly. “Two days
wrote to the junior captain of Lea,
School, and this morning I

game this afternoon.”

“Good work,” said Brow
certamly have to come
watc]

“St Frank’s play Helmford §
afternoon, too,” grinned Handi
“But what do we care? Let Forres
on with it. Were having our §

Lea Hall School was a comparald
small establishment, several milef
the other side of Caistowe.

=
.

never been considered worthy of
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. Frank's fixt e list,
aptain, on getting Nipper

n, had eagerly mcceptod prpex
n quite frank; he had told the
man that it would not be an

al e, but only a friendly. But
ven a Iriendly was welcome to the
pm\s of Lea Hall School.
Nipper Wwas very anxious.

atch, if it came off, would be a te«t
‘The headmaster might come
long and prohibit it, or he might not.
he did not, then it would be reason-
ple to assume that the rebels could
arry on. Bammed from cricket, they |y,
would be playing cricket just the same
in other words, they would be
defying the headmaster’s ban.

puthority had been flouted, and in
e cvent he would take action. On
hc other hand, he, being a sportsman,
o w that the boys were
nhm their rights, In cold truth, St.
ank's would be playing Lea Hall
but, as the match was_ un-
ficial, and would be unrecorded, it
ight be ignored.

As o matler of fact—and it would
ave been very difficult to get the
uniors to believe—Mr. James King:
Wood had been so busy of late that
ad had 10 time to give to the affairs
of the juniors. Both Mr. Pycraft and
. Paget had casually mentioned to
im that the late Junior XI was flout-
fg him, but he had taken little heed
bt ¢ their words. And now that the big
day had come, he still knew nothing of
he real facts.

The rank and file of the Junior
i was torn between the official
and the rebel match. Both
exacily the same time. On
the boys decided to watch
For Forrest had selected
lwrange team; he had not only in-
"h(wd Gore-Pearce, but Gulliver and
Soen major and Hubbard and Mar-
and  Merrell—juniors  whose
ket powers were anything but en-
Viable. Forrest was having his fl
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acitl
ir, Kingswood might consider that his |}
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1y of being elected junior captain;
he was displaying stark favouritism.

e, Forrest had kept his men hard at
ctice, and they had show. signs of
nprovement. Bub to play them in a
tatch against Helmford College, and
l':‘.’\VE out such fellows as Boets and
stine _and De Valerie was the
1’ of folly.

5 Forrest was nost enthusiastic in
\\o.k and it was obvious he was
us to register a win.

When the match started there was a
rccord crowd gathered round the

"15”

an

boundaries. Forrest and Hubbard went
out to open the St. Frank's innings—
and the tragedy began.
mittedly, batted well.
he

Forrest, ad-
In the first over

scored two boundaries, and he
med to settle down to a game fight.

But when the bowling changed to the
other end, Hubbard was out first ball.
Then came a regular procession—until,
indeed, the spectators, dismayed at
first, yelled and laughed with derision.

It was one of the strangest sights
ever seen at St. Frank’s. Three of For-
rest’s team were skittled oub in that
one over. Thcn ‘whei Forrest got the
bowling again, he hit out valiantly, and
scored well. After that there was a
complete collapse, and the rest of the
St. Frank’s Junior XI was quickly dis-
missed.

Forrest had scored twenty-two, and
the others, between them, had man-
aged to make six. ‘There were four
byes, so the St. Frank’s total was 32.

“IVs a washout!” said Boots, in dis-

gust. “Just what we expected. Some-
fhing cught to be done about it, you
chaps.

“I feel

sorry for Forrest,” said
Yorke. “He did the best he could—
you've got to say that for the man. It
was those other men who let him
down.”

“Dash it, he picked them, didn’t he?”
demanded Boots. “What kind of a
skipper do you call that?”

There was no meore interest in the

1

he was rroving that he had beea u

1 un-

for it was fairly cer! that
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Helmford’s opening batsmen would
score the necessary runs for victory.
Or, if they didn’t, victory was assured,
nevertheless.

Then rumours began to float about
that a great game was going on on the
unofficial ground, over the road.
Fellows began to drift away; presently
it became an exodus. All the specta-
tors from the junior match hurried
across the Triangle, dashed over the
road, and climbed into Farmer Holt’s
meadow.

It was a glorious scene. Nipper and
his merry men were in the field, and
here cricket was being played as it
should be played. Lea Hall School had
lost four men, and their score stood
at eighty-three. It was a real match.
The batsmen now in were hitting well,
taking every advantage of the loose
balls that came their way. But largely
owing to the pitch, the conditions
favoured the bowlers.

Quite a few seniors were standing
about, and one or two prefecis were
uncertain as to what they should do.
But they had received no orders, so
they watched in silence. The very fact
that Mr. Alington Wilkes, the House-
master of the Ancient House, was on
the spot, seemed to indicate that every-
thing was all right. With him was

Mr. Suncliffe, of the Third. 1d
“Sunny ” was a great cricket en-
thusiast. In fact, he was such a

fanatic on the game that the fags made
» habit of using him to their own
pefarious ends. They would geb him
talking about the Test matches in the
middle of lessons, and for half an hour
Mr. Suncliffe would prattle on, discuss-
ing Larwood, Jardine, Woodfull, Brad-
man and the others. Then he would
puddenly recall himself to his duties,
and work would proceed—until another
fag succeeded In again working cricket
into the conversation.

“pPersonally, I think the boys are
fully justified,” wsaid Mr., Suncliffe
firmly. “I did not agree, in the first
place, with the headmaster's ban. Why
should they be denied from cricket?”
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Mr. Suncliffe. te
game under the sun. These boys I
for it—they dream of it. Can
imagine their wretchedness when
learned that they were to be
from the game for the rest of
season? Preposterous! I think
are deserving of the highest praise
asserting themselves in this way.”
“Yet it cannot be denied that th
are taking a big risk,” said Old Wilki
looking round. “I'm hoping agaif
hope that the Head won't geb 10 he
of the match. I had a word with I
at lunch-time, and he seemed to kn

@

nothing. When it's all over, perh§
—— Good gracious! He's comg
now!” Rl

“Where—where?”
Form Master, staring round.
me, Mr. Wilkes! ~We must put a_8
to this! We mustn’t let the
come here and spoil the game.”

0ld Wilkey, who was one of the b
strode off with a twinkle in his e
Mr. Suncliffe trotted beside him.
managed to intercept Mr. Kingsw
just as the latter was breaking throuj
a gap in the hedge.

“Lovely day, sir,” said Mr. Suncli
wl"avmg a vague hand towards the bl
sky.
“Can you tell me what is going
here, gentlemen?” asked Fighting J!

“On, just a friendly match,” s§
0ld Wilkey. A

“I have been informed that the lai
Junior Eleven has defied my ordé
and is playing against Lea
School,” said the headmaster. §
cannot understand why I did not ho
of this before.” 9

“A man in your responsible positio
sir, cannot be expected to hear of eve
such trifle,” said Mr. Suncliffe. “P:
don’t bother about i, The boys &
enjoying themselves. ‘The maich
quite unofficial, and it is being playl
upon a ground which is unofficial,

asked the Thi

This property belongs to Farmer Hal
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and the boys have hired the meadow
‘(rﬂ'“ Holt. I do not see how you can
pos ssibly prevent th boys from spend-

g their leisure in the way they think
long as they are acting
dec 7 and honourably.

The Head looked 2t the two
a

mas

o

“When you put it like that, T think
 understand what you mean, Mr. Sun-

cliffe,” he said dryly.
had seen the twinkle in Old
Wi ’s eye, and an answering twinkle

came into his own. He stepped nearer
to the hedge, parted the leaves, and
d through the gap.

“Well, I'm hanved" he exclaimed, in
astonishment.

He had expected to see a rough

mese@sw—and, consequently, a rough|
game. He saw, instead, an almost per-
fect cricket ground, with crowds of en-
thusiastic spectators.
He saw while-clad figures running,
and it was evident that the game was
being conducted in just the same way
2s any ordmary St. Frank’s fixture.

“I see,” he said, laughing.

Mr. Wilkes and Mr. Suncliffe
laughed, too. They all looked through
the gap, and then they all laughed
again.

A‘Ir Kingswood looked at his watch.

" Will you cxeuse me, gentlemen?” he
said solemnly. “I have just remem-
bered that there is some urgent work
1 must do.

He nodded and moved away, then
he turned back.

“You can tell me the result later,
Mr. Wilkes,” he said confidentially.

CHAPTER 16.

The End of the Matein

T was_an_absolute triumph for the
Rebel XI.

r. Kingswood had come, he
had geen, and he had silently departed.
In 4 word, he had made up his m
then and there, to let the rebels

5
But as he could not very well
give their conduct his sanction, it was
up_to him to make himself scaxce.

Just as the “official” match had
been a fizzle, the victory of Nipper's
men was great. They were all in
tip-top form, in spite of their recent
labours, and they defeated Lea Hall
School by five wickets. Yet the vie-
tory could never be recorded, for it was
insignificant “friendly.”  Still, it
was a start, and the mere fact that it
had come off without interference was
cause enough for jubilation.

Bernard Forrest was in an evil mood

that evening.  While he and his XI
had been in the field, scarcely a spec-
tator had remained to watch. Al of
them had flocked to see Nipper & Co.’s
mateh.

“It’s intolerable!” stormed Forrest.
“These chaps have been forbidden to
play, and yet they ﬁx a match, and
pinch our spectators.”

“If you and your men had played
better cricket, the spectators would
never have deserted you,” said Boots.

“I'm going to complain to the Head
bcuL it!” went on Forrest savagely.

“I had a word \vxbh Old Wilkey, but
he shut me up.

“Sensible man!”
grinning.

. Resign, Forrest!” went up a yell.

“Hear, hear!”

“Res)gn—res:gn!”

“You're a washout!”

“You're no good!”

Quite a crowd had collected in the
Triangle, and Forrest faced the juniors
with a flash of indignation.

“I thought you called yaurselves
sports?” he sneered. “Is it fair to
jump on me like this? You know jolly.
well that I've only just taken up the
captaincy. How do you expect me to
perform miracles? I've got to get my
team into shape, haven't 1?”

“Yowll never get that team into
shape,” said Pitt.

“Won't I? Wait and see!” shouted
Forrest. “I know what I'm doing—
and I'm going to prove that I can train

said Reggie Pitt,
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my own team, and win matches—just
as gaod as Nipper. There's a whole
week before the next big match comes
off, and during that week I'il get my
men into tip-top form.”

“Great Scott!” ejaculated De Valerie

suddenly. “I'd forgotten until now.
The next big match is against Brent
College.”

“ont”

“Crumbs!”

Groans went up on all sides. The
tnere thought of Forrest & Co. meeting
the “hot” men of Brent College was
painful.

Brent was a great Public schocl,
thirty miles away, which had not yet
hitherto ananoed fixtures with St.

It was & proud school, with a
great record, and for many seasons St.
Frank’s had been trying to get Brent
on the fixture list. At last, Nipper had
succeeded. From the very first day of
the season, both Nipper and Vivian
Travers had been dinning it into the
heads of players that they must put
up a good show against the mighty men
of Brent. If they didn't, Brent would
regret having made the fixture. It was
the one really “classy ” match of the
season. It could almost be described as
a classic.

And now, owing to the unfortunate
developments, it was left for Forrest
and his men to go over to Brent Col-
lege and do their stuff. What ghost of
a hope was there that Forrest would
carry on_the fine traditions of the St.
Frank’s Junior

In to-day’s match against Helmford
there had been two unpleasant inci-
dents. In both cases, Forrest’s men
had been guilty of bad sportsmanship,
and only the tact and good temper of
the Helmford skipper had avoided bad
feeling.

Forrest kept his word. He gave his
men no rest; morning and evening he
insisted upon their attendqncﬂ on
Little Side, and he kept them hard at
practice. Some of them, indeed. were
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te feel it was_ a do
in the XI. There w;

beg;
honot
much hard
A sensible captain
dropped many of those “duds,” ang
would have selected ally good crid
ers. But F as obstinate
wilful, and having su‘ld that his
could be licked 3 he
ceeded to lick them.
mined to prove himself ngh -
those who watched were pessin
Day followed day, and although
bard and Owen major and the ofs
improved, they showed no sign:
really good (orm.

ning
to

Wednesday afternoon. On tbe Mo
Nipper called a meeting of his
friends—and  these _included all
best fellows in the Remnove. - I
days Nipper had been thinking
for the subject of the Brent m
concerned him deeply. .
The meeting was held in the Ancl
House Junior Common-room, and.§
windows were closed, and two fellf
were placed against the door so §
there should be no interruptions.
“What’s the idea of all this?” a3
Handforth looking round.
ten me, you chaps,”
I\upper gravely. “This thing is s
hat thing?” 3
“Th‘s business of the Brent matd
said Nipper. “I've just learned ¥
rest’s arrangements for Wednesd
The whole team is going over to B
by motor-coach. Forrest's as
headed as a mule,

in the Helmford match, don’t
Two of the rotters played dirty:
that’s an unforgivable sin in cricked
“Yes, rather!” 3
“What guarantee is there that H
rest’'s men won't play dirty at Bre:
continued Nipper. “If there’s any A
pleasantness of that sort, Brent
never arrange ﬁxtures with St. Frad

again.”

“Even if Forrest’s men do behi




Breunt will be fed up,” said
“They're expecting great
i Hom st Frank's
wney’ll see greab thmgs, t00,” said
his eyes beginning to glow.
Tir

he St Frank’s Junior Eleven will

a first-class game,” said
berately.
ou, must be_dotty!” xavd }Iwnc-
ing. ‘“Haven't yoi Fo

0!

fcs< and hs washouts? TI'll gl‘lu For-
rest lns due, and say that he has been
his best. But what does it
to

o

said Nipper,
Brent mat:

sten, my children,”
ring his voice.

gub to sce Lo it that St. Frank’s puts up
o -5od show—and, if possible, win.
’s a way in which it can be done.
Gather round, and let me have your
ears.”

They were mystified; but not for long.
As Nipper expounded his “great idea ”
his listeners were aghast. The thing he
sugzested gave them one of the biggest
shocks of their lives. But soon, after
Nipper had elaborated, they became
excited, joyful, and it was only with
the greatest difficulty that Nipper re-
strained them from breaking out into

yelling cheers.

“By George, it’s the very idea I ought
lo h’AV“ thought of!” said Handforth
“In fact, I would have

sy of it if I'd had more time. I
he idea was at the back of my
head all the while——"
“Ha, ha, ha!”
“If can be worked, too,”
Handforth.
Wh'l‘

went on
“Oh, my only sainted aunt!
,@ wheeze!  What a glorious

worth barrow-loads of gold,”
Said Viyian Travers, gazing at Nipper in
;‘(‘lul(!‘ “By Samson, I wonder, old
ellow, if you would object if I kissed

ty it and snpw grinned Nipper.
cut it out, avi You other
00. This lS
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r- | many

g
“Serious?” murmured Harm;
Gresham. “Why, it's Lhe funniest thing

I've heard of in years!”
ny or not, it’s only a {bcox
1 N

—and,
ve're going to do that, we've got
to think of ways and means. There are
many points to be discussed—many
details to be scttled. There are too
of us here for that, so I'm going
to apnoint a committee—Travers, Hand-

orth, Pitt, and myself. You other
chaps le,nve everything to us—and be
ready for action when the call comes.”

‘The next day, Tuesday, the fellows
were talking of a match which the

lebel XTI had fixed up against some
ohacur(- village team. Nobody even
cw the name of the village, but it
s understood that the game was to be
p!ayed on a public village green some-
where in the wilds, There was a good
deal of laughter about it. It seemed
that the rebels were not having much
luck. It was difficult for them to
arrange games. And they were glad
enough, apparently, to play ag: unsL any

‘yes.

rustic side which would se,

Meanwhile, Forrest was t aking mmgs
seriously; he was fooling himself. On
the Wednesday morning he openly
boasted of bringing off a great victory

at Brent College. Owing to the long
distance. only a few supporters were
ing with the team—Torrest’s own

s. There was just room for a few
n the motor-coach. There would be no
great crowd of Removites and Fourth
Tormers, as was usually the case when
St. Frank’s played against such schools
as the River House and Bannington
Grammar School.

The Rebel XI had been a nine days’

wonder; interest in Nipper & Co. had
petered right out by this time. After
all, it was difficult to sustain interest in
a team which was banned from play-
ing real cricket for the school.
S0 ways Nipper & Co.’s activities were
pitiful. As for to-day’s match, it was
beneath contempt. i

Nipper and his men went off on their
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bicycles to their rural destination. No-
body cared where they went, for the
match was of no appeal. It was rather
curious, however, that practically all
the other Removites had business away
from the school; they went on bicycles,
on motor-bikes, and soon St. Frank’s had
a dezerted look.
The Junior XI, looking very smart,
i —and appearances are
deceptive-~climbed into the dazzlingly
smart motor-coach which Bernard
Forrest had hired. Forrest was bitterly
disappointed by the fact that none of
the fellows were crowding round to sce
the XI off, and to cheer it to victory.

“ And they call themselves sports!” he
said sourly. “Well, we'll show them!”

Brent College was in Kent, and after
passing through Helmford the coach
made good speed and branched off into
a quiet sccondary road which led
through miles of empty agricultural
country.

Twelve miles from Brent, on a par-
hc.ﬂarly lonely siretch of road, the
coach-driver was astonished to see, on
turning a bend, a complete barrier
across the road. It was composed of
schoolboys and bicycles. They stood
there, blocking the road from hedge to
hedge. Some of them were in flannels,
and wearing blazers, and their caps pro-
claimed them to be Removites of St.
Frank’s. Altogether, there were at least
t\vo dozen of them.

Something hshy about this,” said
Forrest, in alarm. “Don't stop, dnvcr"’
“What do you mean—don't stop?”
asked the driver. “Do you think I can

run them down?”

“Turn aside—do anything!” shouted
Forrest. “Look! Our chaps—Ancient
House and West House Removites.
There's not a Fourth Former or a Third
Former among them. It's Nipper and
Handforth and Pitt and Travers and
that crowd!”

“But they've gone to their own
mateh!” gasped Gulliver.

“Stop! Turn aside! Go back—do
anything!” gurgled Forrest, grabbing at

OF ST. FRANK'S

ithe driver’s arm. “I tell you,
Tellows mean mischief—"
“Don’t be a young fool!” &
driver, forced to speak harshly.
are you pulling my arm lil t]
You'll have us in the ditch next1”
He Jbliged to bring the coach
a sLsmu.,ull and even as it ha]
Nipper & Co. and their s 'S of
running up, and they crowded T
the two doors of the coach.
“What does this mean?”
Forrest angrily.
“It means, my
Brent Col'e"o is going
game,” replied Nipper. “Will you
out q\\lvuy, or shall we drag you oug
“You're mad!” yelled Forrest. ¢
is beyond the limit!” ]
“Not yet,” said Travers sweetly,
it’s going to be.” E
“You—you—lunatics!” gasped
rest. “You can’t do a thing like
We're the official St. Frank's
Eleven—- 8
“Ard we don’t think much of it,”
Nipper. “But as we think a good
of the name of St. Frank’s, we're

shol

poor fellow,
to have a

you're bound to wc the worst of it
“None of your games, young ge:
said 1hc driver. “I've heen inst

“Wc‘ll have a little chat with §
later,” said Nipper. “Don’t worry-—%
won't detain you long. I can assure §
that this 15 all being done in a g4
cause.” 4

Forrest was nearly speechless Wi
fury; his team was scared. Most:

m, being fellows of little spi
climbed out of the coach and gave thi
selves up without a fight. Forrest
self, with a bellow of rage, leapt do!
and lashed out to right and left.
he was very soon seized. and render§
helpless.

“This way, dear
Travers, smiling into hi

old fellow,”

ace
wonder if you appreciate just how mt




Forresl Boarsely.
pBut his_captors only laughed. They
him through a gap in the
d he found hnnse]f in a quiet
w. Quite nearby stood a big, old-
md barn with a thatched roo:
1t a good barn, with stout 1
and ml/ one door. There were no win-
dows of any kind, and after Forrest &
co. had been forced within the building
they could see that there was no pos-
escape—once the doer was closed
gpon them.
“You won't need your bats or pads,”
pper, “but we shall, so we'll leavc
0 the coach. We'll come back for
5 my sons, -some time during the

u mean that you're going on to
College—to play our match?”
howled Hubbard
;us 1t on]y ]ust sunk in?” grinned
course that’s what
gumo to do Hasn’t it occurred
u that we've never played Brent
lege before?  Their fellows have
. Frank’s, and weve
never gone to Brent. That means thal
they don’t know any of us by sight.”
e roared with laughter.
Zowll be sacked for this!” snarled
“By gad, you've gone abso-
razy! When the headmaster

How can he hear—unless
Seak?” asked Nipper. “And supposing
You d rmak” Anyhow, were taking
the Yowd better understand,
thaL we're leaving a stmnr
outside this door—and sentries
the other side of the building—
in case you try to bore a hole

¢h the wall. here’s no escape for

¢ the best of a

Sorry we can’t
2 hurry.”

yoeu

much laughter hen the
mned, o1 t iron bar
rest & Co.,
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9

within, shouted and stormed in their
rage; but, against such a large number,
they were hielpless,

De Valerie, Archie Glenthorne, Justin
B. Farman, Somerton, Russell, Geodwin
and others, took up their stand outside,

“Leave them to us, Nipper,” said De
Valer “I'm in charge here, and
yow've got nothing to worry about. Go
ht ahead.”

- We will,” grinned Nipper.

“See you

leven juniors climbed into the coach
a word, the St. Frank’s Rebel XI,
unul 'ecenuy the St. Frank’s Junior XI.
“I don't think I can allow this,” said
Lhe driver dubiously. “I was instructed

B Vou‘ll have to forget your instrue-
Lzons,” said Nipper, deftly placing a
pound nete into the man’s palm. “Your
conscience needn’t worry you; this is all
for the good of the school.”

e man was still doubtful.

“You might as well know that we're
determined to go on,” continued Nipper.
“I'm 2 good dnver and I can handle
this coach easily. Will you continue to
drive us, and keep mum—or shall we
put you in that barn with your late
passengers? It’s entirely up to you.”

“T1 drive,” said the man promptly.

As they started off, Handforth was
yelling with laughter, and the cther
fellows, too, were vastly amused. But
Nipper pulled them up short.

““It’s no laughing matter, you chaps,”

he said, his voice charged with serious-
ness. “We're taking on a big responsi-
blms 2.

“Playing against Brent?” sald Hand-
rth.  “Why, we're going to have the
time of our lives!”

‘Remember this—we've got to play as
we've never played before!” said
Nipper. “We've noh only got to play
v,ell but we must w

“Well do our hest of course—"
began Gresham,

“We've got to do bet fe) th an our

” insisted Nipper. <e!
ertain game, I know, but ta d"v
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‘must prove the exception to the rule—
and there’s got to be no uncertainty
about our victory. Great Scott, don’t
you realise that if we’re licked by Brent
COHC,’L‘ we shall be humiliated in the

bject way? Forrest & Co. ‘will
We're taking their places becaus
sider theyre no good. So
raust be good!”

CHAPTER 17,
‘At Brent College.
CRREST'S the name—Bernard
Torrest,” said Nipper, smiling.
“I'm captain.”

“Pleased to meet you, Forrest,” said
Jevons, the Brent skipper, as he shook
hands. “I got your letter yesterday.”

“We're very pleased to have this game
—and the weather looks like keeping

fine,” continued Nipper.  “This man
here is  Gore-Pearce—and  here’s
Hubbard.”

Nipper introduced them, The fellow
he introduced as Gore-Pearce was
Handforth—and “Hubbard ” was Reggic
Pitt. Every member of the Rebel XI
had taken on the name of one of
Forrest’s XI. On the journey Nipper
had dinned it into their heads to re-
member their new names. Handforth,
at first, had jibbed at the idea of be-
coming CGore-Pearce, but it couldn’t be
helped. And it was all for the honour
of St. Frank’s,

There was every chance that the
daring substitution would succeed. No-
body at Brent College knew them, so
they were safe from recognition. The
names ey gave were accepted without
question—and it was very necc :uy that
they should use these names; for, of
course, Forrest had sent thP Bx ent cap-
tain list of the St Frank’s team.
Therefore, Jevons was in no way
suspicious.

“So far, so good,. you chaps,” mur-
mured Nipper, when they were in the
dressing-room. “Ye gods and little

fishes! It’s wmkmol But, oh, for goed-
ness’ sake, mber your new names!
If the tru leaks out, and it gets to
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“Tho Hcad‘s a good sorl—-
Handforth.

“Yes; but, dash it,
from playing a friendly,
“We have all been strictly forbidd:
play for the school;
going out to play Bren
Rebel Eleven, but under false colours.f

&

it,” said Reggie Pitt happily.
worth a bit of risk fo make sure of

St. Frank's win—and to dish the
outsiders?”
Jevons  had wen the {ors, af

presently the St. Frank’s cricketers welig
out on to the field. It was a glorigl
ground, delightfully green, and 1
smooth as velvet. Thke pavilion wi
handsome and commodious, and farg
numbers of Brent fellows were presm
More than ever Nipper realised hx
necessary it had becn to take
drastic step. For Brent College was
greater school than St. Frank’s—ng
{hat Nipper really admitted this fact 4
himself. Yet it was so.

Travers opened the bowling, and §
deadly was he that he bagged a wic!
with the sixth ball of the over—
beautiful, clean ball, which whipped tH
middle stump right out of the ground. i

It was a good beginning, and Trav
had never felt happier. He, in paf
ticular, was revelling in the adventure
After all he had put up with frond
Forrest, it was joyous indeed to be gef
ting some of his own back.

The Brent men settled down to fir:
class cricket, and there was no othe
excitement until Handferth brought o
a glorious catch whi ¥ a
up for his mistake in the River Hous
game. It seemed impo: le that hé
could reach the hall in timd but WALh
superhuman effort he raced e
leapt skywards, and his tmgcrs
Closed over the ball in the nick

“Oh, well caught!”

Handforth was nob thﬂ
Frank’s fellov
than his best,
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tch, and they had taken
to heart. They must win

his game!
But Fate works in strange ways, and
although the odds seemed all in favour
of Nipper & Co. at the moment, events
n ng, twelve miles off, which
wottld make all the difference.

To be more exact, a bull was moving
an ‘. Ng ran dlv.
Tt was the he eht of misfortune that

the animal shovud ily into its tantrums
on that particular afternoon. Two
farm-hands had been instructed to take
the bull out of the meadow, and the
bull objected. Having charged at one
man unsuccessfully, he dodged, burst
through the hedge, and found himself
in a new world. In short, he was in
the meadow which contained the barn
—=aud the barn contained Forrest &

0.
The bull teok one look, and in his
present awkward frame of mind, he
decid 4 that something needed in-
vestigating. De Va\“ne and two or
three other fellows were standing by the
barn door, and it was sheer ill-luck that
their blazers were mainly red. The bull
gave one great bellow, lowered his head,
and chargod
“Great Scott!” gasped De Valerie,
“The blighting thing’s coming for us!”

In such an Fmervency there was only
one thing to do—: the boys did it.
They bolted. When an enraged bull is
c‘nargmg you, you can’t very well waste
any time. The juniors streaked for a
hedge, leapt clean over it, and gained
the safety of the road.

‘The bull, in the meantime, continued
charging. Owing to the heat of the
afternoon, one of the juniors had shed
his blazer, and had hung it on a nail on
lhc barn door. The bu'l seeing it, gave

blind, mad charge.
raaaassh!

Undoubtedly the bull got the worst of
it. He went clean through the door, it
is true, but he came such a cropper that
he lay sprawling on the barn floor, end
1 the fight had gone out of him.

Yells of alarm sounded. Forrest &
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than anything else,
es . Hearing the shouts out-
sidp and knowing that something was
wrong, Forresy had applied his eye to
the hinge ci In the nick of time he
the chargm" bull, and he yelled to
companions to stand back. Th

1b critical moment, they were out of
harm's way, although quife a number of

splinters were scattered over them,

“Quick! It’s our chance!” gasped
Forrest. “All those fellows have gon
We can get out.”

“But—but the bull!” burbled Gul-
liver. “It might charge again!”

“Don’; be a fool! It's knocked itself
cold!” said Forrest. “Come on! .
Haven’t you chaps got any sense’ well
never have a chance like this

They streamed out, and a moment
laler “they were dashing across the
meadow, taking no notice of the shouts
of he farmer’s men.

“Jumping cats!” shouted Farman.
“It’s Forrest and his pals! I guess
ths‘y ve bolted!”

Look! The bull charged through
the door and broke it dovm” panLLJ
one of the other sentries. “Come on!
They'll get away from us.”

They went dashing into the meadow,
and the farmer'’s men got another
surprise. They had the impression that
the whole countryside was full of racing
schoolboys.  But Forrest & Co. had
gained a good lead, and Forrest, at least.
had ceen something which filled him
with hope. Three meadows away there
was the embankment of a railway—and
if you follow a railway long enough you
are certain to come upon a station,

“By gad! If we can only give them
the slip!” said Forrest, as he ran.
“We'll get to Brent and expose Nipper
and his rotten gang as impostors!

Luck was certainly with them. Reach-
ing the railway empankment they
climbed up, and Forrest was overjoyed
to see, less than half a mile down the
line, a little wayside station. It wasn't
really a station, but a “halt.”

De Valerie and the other guards,
atiempting to cut off a cowner in order

Co. more by uck
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to lessen the distance between them-
selves and the fugitives, found trouble.
They went plunging into a marshy bog
which delayed them for a full minute.

It really was remarkable how circum-
stances conspired to help Forrest & Co.
It was only by a sheer fluke that the
bull had happened to charge at the
door, thus scattering the sentries;
another fluke that the pursuers
found the boggy marsh.

As Forrest and his companions raced
xur the “halt,” they saw, coming along
the track, a train—or, at least, one of
Lhme modern rail coaches fitted with
--power, which are taking the plac
local trains for short rural runs. On
line there was a rail coach every
r, and Forrest & Co. were just in
e to catch one. If they bhad been
rihy fellows engaged upon a worth-
e mission, it is any odds that t!
uid have arrived at the station 'n
ay between the hourly waits.
But being bent on a thoroughly nasty
piece of work, they dashed on to the
platform just in time to pile into the
coach. No tickets were necessary, for
ihe conductor within would supply
them. A clang sounded, and the next
moment the coach was away.

De Valerie, Goodwin, Farman and
(hF others, arriving spent and breath-
, found themselves on a deserted
\', cden platform, and the rail coach
i{wo hundred yards away and rapidly
gathering speed.

‘“They've gone!” gaspcd De Valerie,

W

! al Dick Goodwin.
nd T bet that train goes straight
1o 1 "

ough they had tiot béen denied
ket since the ban, there was some-
g glorious in playing this game for

y A!:haugh they flew false

were, nevertheless, St.
¥ 'S bc”c and their object was
werthy of the highest praise—since
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they were determined to uphold the faig)
name of their school.

Jerry Dodd, in tiptop form, had bee
doing some deadly bowling. He took
two wickets in one over, and he main-
tained such a consistent length that thd
hatsmen took no chances with h

But they were good, those Brent men
They piled up the runs hands

down, but the batsmen now in play]
looked like making an obstinate standd
A tall, athletic figure came strolling
1evsurely towards the junicr playing:
field—a figure of fate, so 1o speak. Fo
this newcor the
of things—was Edgar Fenmn himself !
Fmton) the captain of St. Frank’s!
And his visit, remarkably enough, was;
unpremeditated. He had logked in-on
the off-chance, and there oii the ficld}
were Nipper and his men—masquera<
ding under the names of Forrest & Co.
““St. Frank’s man, I see,” observed &
Brent senior, as he strolled towards thef

stranger.

“Yes; Fenton's my name.”

“Put it there, Fenton,” saxd the
other. “I'm Jarvis. I've heard of you.

Captain of cricket at St. Frank’s, aven’
you?”

a
Frank’s, Our juniors thought
yowd be easy meat; but
youngsters are giving us a great game.”s

“Glad to hear it,” said Fenton, con-
cealing his astonishment.

He was, indeed, relieved.
was no Senior XI match on thi:
noon he had gone out for a quiet run on
his mctor-uycle, and during that run
he had been thinking of Forrest’s comi
team. Finding himseif only ten mxles
from Brent, he had changed his -3
tion, and had ridden to the great s

e thought there would be no
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in to see how the new Junior XI
1e had fully expected to

ear
hL‘ e a f‘ucd sC chool captain, Fenton
I3 s of the school cncket

elive concern,

cg“””‘ ha qrrang>d bures with
7S,

ngs, as they were pncucally cerﬁam

{0, the Breal seniors might not be so

keen. For a certain amount of odium

would reflect on the First XI if the
juniors—as belonging to the same
school—put up a pitifully weak show.
“Hallo! Another wicket down,” said
Jarvis, as Lhey strolled nearer to the
n.  “Did you see that catch?
£aw a ball held more beautifully.
at’s nihe wickets down. Last man
I was hopm our Juniors would get

in.
the toml up to 250, but they won't do it
now.”

Fenton was frowning at the
which had just come in view. He saw

field,

all the white figures; he noticed the
tenseness, the alertness, of their atti-
tudes. These boys were cricketers to
their finger-tips. He tried to pick out

Forrest, but failed. The sun was rather
glaring.
“That youngsber who’s bowling is

dangerous,” sa. he Brent senior.
“There he goes-vJove what a perfect

swing he’s got! Zing! That was a
stinger!”

“Yes,” sald Fenton, in a startled
voice.

At that moment his gaze had rested
on a fieldsman near at hand, and he
had some difficulty in prevermng him-
self from jumping. eldsman was
no less a person than Edward Oswald
Handforth! Then, like lightning,
Fenton recognised Nipper and Travers
and Tregellis-West and Gresham. It
was incredible! These cricketers were
all wrong! They were the original
members of the St. Frank’s XI—the
boys who had been banned from play-
Ing in any schocl gamel
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a minute, sarvis!” said Fentor
“Do you happen to know——

“Just
grimly.

“Look at that!” exclaimed Jarvis
tensely. “Gad, what a bewler thal
youngster Hubbard is! That ball’s got

him; our man fell for it like an abso-
lute novice. There goes the leather—
rw‘n into the hands of—"
‘What name did you say?”

rupted Fenton, staring.
h, well caught!” yelled Jarvis, Wha
was @ cricket enihusiast, “E|
Hubbard’s the name, isn’t it? I ma
be wrong. This other chap with the
mop of hair and the rugged face—he’s
good t00.”

“Do you know his name?”
Fel\ton

“Don’t you? It’s Pearce, or some-
thing,” said Jarvis in surprise. ‘Yes,
Gore-Pearce. That’s the name. So our
youngsters made 212. Not so bad!”

But Fenton was not listening. Hub-
bard and Gore-Pearce were known . to
him by totally different names. Fenton
was shrewd enough, and it gnly took
him about twenty seéconds to grasp the
{full significance of what he had seen.

So Nipper and his rebels had dared to
do this! In defiance of the head-
master’s ban, they had somehow side-
tracked Forrest & Co., and were im-

personating them! The Senior cap-
tain’s jaw scb squarely.

He realised that he could not have
arrived at a better moment, for the St.
Frank’s fellows were now streammr off
the field at the close of the innings.
Fenton stepped forward so that the
cricketers would be compelled to pass
him.

“We've got all our work cut out,
Travers,” Nipper was saying. “You and
I will go out to bat first, I think—-"

“I wonder if it will get beyond the
thinking stage?“ asked Travers, with a

inter-

asked

queer note in his voice. “Well, welll
Do you see who's here? ”

? Whab on earth—- Oh,
crum ped Nip) nton!”

er.
4 What“” )elpf‘d Handfolm who was
just behind. “Oh, my only aunt!
We're for it!”
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CHAPTER 18.
Nipped in the Bud!

DGAR FENTON’S face hroke into a
smile as he advanced to meet the
cricketers.

“Well played, Hubbard!” he said,
clapping Reggie Pitt on the back, look-
ing straight into his eye, and speaking
deliberately. “You've been bowling
some first-class stuff.”

L o ' began

EMER

and

= Reggie,
stopped.

Your team’s in good shape, Forress,”
continued Fenton, smiling at Nipper.
“Y hope youll do well in your own
innings. I understand you made a great
catch, Gore-Pearce,” he added, glancing
at Handforth. “Rather sorry I wasn't
here to see it.”

Hgndforth could only gape.

But Nipper, quick as a flash, twigged.
The look he gave Edgar Fenton was full
of gratitude and appreciation and relief.

“Glad you've come, Fenton,” he said
easily. ‘““As you know, this is our first
official fixture against Brent College,
and we want St. Frank’s to come out
well. We'll do our best to win.”

“That’s the spirit,” said Fenton. “I
should say you've had the good name of
our school in your minds ever since you
left St. Frank’s.”

1t was a remark with a double mean-
ing, and Nipper understood them both.
It told him, without any questioning,
that- Fenton was fully aware of the
whole decepton; and, like the good
fellow he was, he was keeping up the
fiction.

A little later, when the Brent team
wen{ out into the field, Fenton man-
aged to get a private word with Nipper
and Travers just as they were going out
to open the batting.

“X suppose you know this might be
serious?” he asked in a low voice.

“We entered into it with our eyes
open,” replied Nipper.

“Well, I'm saying nothing—now,”
raid Featon. “I'm not a spoil-spo:
Have your game—and win. ’tht
main thing. Whatever happens ‘\VI‘CD
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we get back, there's no reason W
these Brent men should know of yoi
ok

“We had to use the other team’
names,” murmured Nipper. *‘Torr
had sent on the list—" ¥

“Iunderstand that. Where is Forres
by the way?”

“We’ve got him locked up in a bats
about twelve miles away,” chuckl
Travers. “No need for you to wor
Fenton. We've got all the rest of
planned out. Why should Forre
grumble? He'll get all the credit £
this win- we do win!”

“No ‘if’ about it,” said Nippe
“We're going to win! Come on!”

They went out to bat, and never
his life had Nipper been mcre detes
mined. i
and he needed no time at ail o SEti
down. He sent the first ball aw
cleanly, and 2 runs were scored. Thj
next ball went to the boundary, and thy
Brent fellows needed no telling that
they were up against a master batsmani

Tenton watched with mingled feel
ings. He had decided that he musf
avoid a “scene’” at all costs. But Iy
was very dubious regarding the outcomg
of this rash adventure. He was n
quite sure of his own position. A
head prefect of St. Frank’s, it was
plainly his duty to make a report; thery
on the other hand, he remembered thal

himself had
blatantly blind.
blind, then why could not I‘cnton g
similarly aflicted?

It was a nice point, and Fenton gavi
it full and careful consideration.

. . . B . s

“Here we are!” said Bernard Ford
rest, his voice charged with vindictivey
ness.

Brent was a quiet, sleepy Kent vils
lage, and from the Littl railway statio:
the imposing greystone buildings of thé
College stood out on a hillside, half &
mile away.
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reigned supreme; the sum-
oon was hot, and the sun
{ from a cloudless sky. The
s full of fluttering butterflies,

g bees, and countless smaller

we'll get there in time to
have a game?” asked Guiliver as they
hurried along the hot road.

“Don’t be a fool!” snapped Forrest
who was in an evil temper. “There’ll
be no game for us—but Ill jolly well
see [ that the other game is mucked
up!

“But how can you do that?” asked
Hubbar he game’s well on the
way no*" and they won’t stop playing
just because you tell them to.”

“You fellows have no more scnse
h mice!” sald Forrest con-
uously. “Do you think Nipper

his pals could come here and steal
our game openly? ‘They are imperson-
ating us—using our names. All the
Brent chaps are strangers to us, and so
Nipper wangled the thing without any
trouble.”

“Gad,” said Gulliver, “that’s a bit
thick!”

“But’ wait until we get there!” con-
tinued Forrest. “I'm going to march
you straight on to the field and stop
the gamel Then T'll expose the impos-
tors, and demand a replay. If we don’t
get it to-day, we'll fix it for next week.”

“The Brent men might object,” said
Marriott.

“They can't object,” said Forrest.
“This match was fixed between St.
Frank’s and Brent. Nipper and his
men are playing under false pretences.
They don't represent the school at all.
We've gob them in a trap, and the
headmaster of Brent is certain to re-
bort to Kingswood. Wait until those

routerr get back to St. Frank’s! They've
flouted Kingswood, and there’ll be the
Geuce of a price to pay!”
“It looks like being a happy after-
{7013* after all,” grinned Bell.
ha

“My only
Wait until Nipper’s gang see us
ding on the field!”
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Fenton at this moment was walching
the batting, and he was fascin
Nipper was excelling himself. Hls
handling of the willow was master
he was drmng the balls, and cult:
them with impunity. Boundary after
boundary he scored, and no matter how
the Brent skipper changed the bowling.
it made no difference.

Travers, too, was pubting
glorious show. As he batted, he kept
thinking of the sweetness of this re-
venge. For weeks Forrest had per-
secuted him; now Forrest was loclmd
up in a bam and there was no pos-
sibility of this glorious game being
interrupted.

So, care free, Travers kept Nipper
company in that magnificent opening
“knock.

“ NeVer seen juniors playing like it,”
s"ud Jarvis in wonder as he joined
ton. “You might think they were
Sutcl ffe and IHHammond, batting for
England!”

“We play good ecricket at St.
TFrank’s,” smiled Fenton.
“Youre telling me!” said Jarvis.

“This junior skipper of yours—]
isn't it?—is a jolly hot number!
looks set for a century.”

A minute later Travers was out.
Swinging hard at a ball, he just failed
to catch it with the full face of his bat,
and it soared straight up. The man at
extra cover made no mistake.

A round of generous applause went
up as Travers came out, and before hi
reached the pavilion Handforth passed
him. Handforth was always eager
get to the crease. He did not believe
in men who strolled out to the wicket
as though they had the whole after-
noor: before them.

“Some more of your St. Frank’s men
coming along, I fancy,” said Jarvis.
“I hear that about a dozen juniors
have just arrived.”

Fenton started.

““Are you sure?” he asked. “I didn’t
expect any of our fellows to-day.”

He thought of what Nipper had bolcf
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nim—of Forrest & Co. being imprisoned
in a barn. Abruptly he walked away,
and he had hardly passed to the back
of the pavilion before he saw Forrest
& Co. striding towards the field, with
grim faces.

Fenton did some quick thir
Glancing round, he saw that none of
the Brent boys were anywhere near by.
Forrest and his men, apparently, had
come straight in the main gate, had
crossed the quadrangle, and bad then
made for the pldymg -fields.  If, by
anoe, ¢ they had not yet spoken to any-
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body:

“Jusﬁ a minute, you fellows!” said
Trenton.

He was in amongst them before they
realised his xdentxty for they had not
c\p“\,bed to find a St. Frank’s senior
here. Then, all at once, they strrted
shouting.

“Gad! You've seen, then?” asked
Torrest breathlessly. “What are you
going to do about it, Fenton?”

“Can’t you keep quiet?” demanded
Fenten sharply. “Have you seen any
body since you came in the gal
Have you spoken to anybody aboub—-

“We haven’t seen a soul,” put in
Marriott,  “We came str'uaht here.
We're going on the field, and we're go-
ing to muck up the game! We'll show
N.pper that he can't fool about—-"

“Hold on,” said Fenton, with relief.
“So you've told nobody the truth?
That’s good!”

“What do you mean—good?” asked

“T mean that you're going to keep

your mouths shut!” retorted Fenton
curtly.
They all stared at him, almost

“Kee-keep our mouths shut?” siut-
tered Forrest. “But you don’t under-
stand! They're using our names!”

“I1 understand everything” said
Fenton. “They may be using your
names, but youre getting credit for
cricket you've never played, and never
cculd play. Can't you understand that,
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you young idiots? 1f you keep
youll be able to Acmm to St
like conquering heroes.”

“But that’s all rof!” proteste:
rest. “This is our game-—not mcxrs'
Do you think I'm gom" to stand for
this erookedness?”

“I didn't know you were such a stick-J
ler for the straight and narrow,” sai
Fenton caustically. *You've changed,
Forrest, haven’t you? Anyhow, I'm not
going to let you make a scandalous
scene here! That River House aflain
was bad enough. I'll see that it's notq

repeated at Brent! So yowll just turs
about and clear off!”

“Well, you're a fine school captain!”
exclaimed Forrest, with a sneer. ‘‘Here:
are these chaps dciym‘* the Head, dis-
obeying him, impersonating - .us;-a
yo‘ure making yourself a party to it
al

“You c:mt annoy me, Forrest, \v;th
your sneers,” replied Fenton quxet]y.

“Do you think I would make myself a
party to this if there was anything
dishonourable in it? Nipper and his)
friends came here with the finest inten-
tions in the world—to play a good game;
—to uphold the fine cricket traditions

of St. Frank’s. Theyre doing it—and
it doesn’t matter a tinker’s cuss to me
whether they’re using their own names

T yours. is is the very first match
which St. Frank’s has played against
Brent, and I'm not going to have you
vindictive young sweeps barge in and
jeopardise all future fixtures. Under-
stand that?*

“Yowll get into trouble for this!”
snarled Forrest.

“I can look after myself,” retorted
Fenton. “I should advise you not to be
cheeky, young fellow! I'm head prefect
of St. Frank’s, and I'm using
authority to order you to keep quiet.
Say one word, and youw'll have to answer
tome!”

Bernard Forrest breathed hord, and
then with set lips he turned on his
heels. He and his chagrined team took
their departure,
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CHAPTER 10,
The Irony of Fatet

<8 match was a personal triumph
g‘ for Nipper—alias Bernard Forrest.
His innings was such a joy to
1 that Brent seniors came flocking
Lo the Junior ground. Handforth, too,
created quite a diversion. With prper
patting at one end, Handforth was at
the other, and Handforth, like the rest

of the team, was to-day inspired.

He slogged with more than usual
recklessness; he had narrow escape
after narrow escape, bub his proverbial
luck held good. He sent the Brent
juniors leather-hunting in all direc-
tions. In one over alone he knocked
three fours and two sixes—and this off
Brent’s best bowler!

- Handforth’s 50 went up in next to no
time, and he was out at last—as usual,
t—when he had added 61 to the

E g°1e Pitt came out, and the game
was as good as over. Nipper went right
on to make a splendid century, and
aL last the match was over, “Forrest &

€0.” had won a glorious victory.

“well, Tl admit yowve given us a
surprise, you chaps,” said Jevons, the
Brent skipper. “Good luck to you!
You're a bit of a spoofer, Forrest.”

“In what way?” asked Nipper.

“Didn’t you ftell me in your letter
that youwd only just been elected
skipper, and that you hadn't got your
men into shipshape?” grinned Jevons.
“What was the idea? I was expecting
that we'd wipe you up.”

“I wasn’t myself when I wrote that
letter,” replied Nipper blandly. And
the other members of the te:
chuckled. Jevons failed to see the Joke

v ing.
Fenton, by this time, had discreetly
retired, though he had found time to
have a word with Nipper, and men-
tioned the arrival of Forrest & Co. He
had set off for St. Frank’s on his motor-
bike. He wanted to be there well in
advance—just in case there was trouble
brewing, "As a human being Fenton
Was mightily proud of the Rebel
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cricketers, but as captain of St. Frank's
he was in some doubt as to the ethics of
this situation.

When he entered the St. Frank's
triangle he happened to meet William
Napoleon Browne and Stevens of the
Fifth. Quite a few Fourth Formers and
fags were nearby, too.

“While I was out I looked in on the
Junior match at Brent,” said Fenton
casually in talking with Browne.,

“Then it is strange, Brother Fenton,
that you are not haggard of face,” sald
Browne. “Surely that match gave you
a pain?”

Fenton laughed.

“Haven't you heard?” he said. “The
Junior Eleven won by six or seven
w1€kcts The captain made 108, not
out.”

Browne reeled.

“Knowing you as I do, brother, I canc
not doubt your word, but thxs informa-
tion overwhelms me,” he s ““Are
you telling me that Forrest made a
century against Brent?”

“Didn’t you hear me the first time?”
asked Fenton. “ Gore-Pearce, too, made
60 off his own bat.”

This time Browne fainted limply into
Stevens’ arms.

“Water!” he said feebly. *You can,
with my permission, put something
strong in the water if you like.”

Fenton went on his way satisfied.
Already the triangle was buzzing with
the strange news. Forrest a century—
Gore-Pearce 60! Brent College beaten

by six or seven wickets!

Nipper & Co. on their return journey
did not get far away from Brent before
the motor-coach was stopped by Forrest
and his team. The victorious juniors
were somewhat surprised to find that
Forrest was almost genial,

“So you pulled it off2” he asked.

“Yes, and there’s no reason why any-
body should know,” repli Nipper.
“Here's your coach, and you can pile
into it. You'll return to St. Frank’s as
the victors—and get all the glory. That
is, if you hold your tongues.

“Well hold them,” grmned Forrest.
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“We had a ht*le talk with Fenton, and
we've been thinking things over. We
don’t mind stea!i“g your thunder in the
least. I don’t think we could have done
any better ourselves.”

“ Just one thing,” said Nipper.
cid you get out of that barn

Forrest told him, and Nipper, who
had been thinking hard things of De
Valerie and the others, modified his

“How

views.

“Well, go ahead,” he said. “Well
have to get the train and go back to
that little *halt’ Our bikes are there,
anyhow.”

The coach rolled off.

**So that’s that,” said Nipper. *‘Looks
as though everything’s all serene, you
chaps. What a brick Fenton is!”

‘When the coach arrived at St. Frank's
Forrest and his pals received a big sur-
P Cheer after cheer rang out from
cr s of Fourth Formers and others as
the vehicle came to a halt just within
the gates. Fellows came rushing up
chouting. ering, wavmw their hands.

"Wel done, Forrest!”

Turrah!”

”\Ve]l played, the Eleven!”

‘The reception was all the more en-
thusiastic because St. Frank’s had
believed that Forrest & Co. would make
a dreadful hash of the game. Truly,
they returned as conquering heroes!

And while all this cheering was going
on, Mr. James Kingswood had come to
a momentous decision.

He had been thinking things over,
and he was singularly pleased with the
Rebels for their dogged spirit. Some-
body had mentioned the Brent match
to him, tco, and he was anticipating
that the new Eleven would return after
an ignominious defeat.

“I think those boys deserve to be for-
given,” murmured Fighting Jim. “ After
all, Dr. Hogge is now satisfied, and he’s
getting his new puplls, thanks to my
interventicn. ould be failing in my
duties as a headmaster if I allowed the
Junier cricket to go to rot. Nipper and
his friends shall have their cricket
freedom back,™
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But when he heard the news he haj
to reverse his views.

Forrest’s Eleven appar cmh was ma
of the right stuff. Put to the tes
Forrest had come up to the scrateh.
was only fair that such a fine crickete
should be ailowed to continue. If thf
ban on the old Eleven was lifted, Nippe]
would again become captain, and therf
would be changes. Why should the
be changes? Let this new blood carrf
on to further victories.

Thus, by thinking of their schocl fir:
the rebels had cooked their own goosg
They were still cutlawed; they were sti
rebels.

e SW
bxazemv accepting the cxcdm w lnch wa
not rightfully theirs.

CHAPTER 20.
England versus Australia.

ting into trouble. Fenton would nof
speak, because he had been a party
the deception.

“Well, it'll be all right when the nexi
big match comes off,” said Traver:
calmly. “It1l be a home match, ang
we can’t play any tricks with it
‘orrest and his men will come an awful
cropper, and the Head will give then
the boot.™

“Will they come an awful cropper?’
asked Nipper. “Our next home matcl
is against Yexford, and you know, a§
well as I do, that the Yexford Juniozl
Eleven
knowing what xs expected of him, wil

eep his men hard at practice unti
Lhey are in something like fo: i
possible that they’ll lick YexI
“Crumbs!” said Hand:
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v lease

g

e ThALu give them a new
€.

°

L, would be a different thing if our
cxt home match was against a hot side
jize Brent,” said Gresham. “If a really

+illiant teamt came here—

“Wait—wait!” panted Nipper.

“Eh?”

got the glimmering of the
century’s greatest wheeze!”

"S\lencc childrent” murmurea

“Y 5! exclaimed N;pp“l, his L‘)Es

aglow. “Why not?”

“Why not what,
Handforth, staring.

‘A Test match!”

“What!”
—‘‘Next week there’'s the real Test
match—England versus Australia,” con-
tinued Nipper. “Well why not have a
Test match of own?  Young
England versus Young AustrMm"’

“By cripes!” smd Jerry Dodd.
~—you mean——"

“You're the man!” went on Nipper,
grabbing Jerry’s arm. “You know lots
of Australian cobbers in other scheols,
don’t you? Supposing you write to
them -and get up a reprezentative
Australian Eleven?”

“It’s as good as done,” said Jerry
Dodd promptly.

“Then this Australian Eleven will
send a challenge to Forrest & C
team which scored such a br
success at Brent!” continued Nipper
‘“Forrest daren't refuse the
match., It won't be easy meat like
Yexford, and he and his pals will come
the cropper of their live:

“I don’t quite get ths,’ said Reggie
Pitt, frowning. “What about the good
name of the school? I suppose you
realise that Forrest & Co., as represent-
ing Young England, will smother St.
Frank’s with ignominy?

“Not St. Frank’s, my son—just them-
selves,” grinned Nipper. “I've got it a!
worked out now—to the last det
‘This stunt is going to clear Forrest &

ass?”  demanded

“You

Co. out, and get u
honours. You wait.
* Bernard Forrest was
n 1 ornﬂcd to receive a

son, of Howell uneCe, Llla“&“(;r’f“
the St. Frank’s Junior XI to a minor
test match. Benson declared that he had
got up an Australian XI and St.
Frank's was to represent England. If
rient the match could be played
t week.”
By gad!” muttered Forrest, aghast.
For hie knew how hot the Australians
Defeat was certain. ctter
rite to this infernal Au: <1e and tell
‘nm that there was no v: bt date.
Busy?” asked a voice m lhe door-

29

i8

lt was Jerry Dodd; and he was hold-
ing a lelier in his hian

“I see you've he'u'd ‘from Benson,
loo”' said Jerry sweetly.

“What!” gasped Forrest.

“Yes, he wroté to me by the camr
ost,” explained the Aust:
“He wanis me to play in his Austr:
team, you see. You'll fix the match, of
course? You can't very well refuse
after your great victory at Brent.”

Forrest stared at him, knowing that
he was in a trap. Impossible to write
to Benson and refuse the challenge, for
by this time the whole Junior Scheel

know about it. Jerry Dodd

e °een to that.
1ning ape!” snarled Forre:
t see 1nythmg {o laugh at!”

Jerry Dodd roared, and went away.
Within an hour the whole schocl was
talking of the forthcoming match, for
e\rkrybcdy took it for granted that
Forrest would accept. How could he
refuse? He, the century maker! Here
as a golden opportunity to show his
form in front of his schoclfellows!
. So Forrest made the best

and showed a bold front. He
rote by return, accepting—and the
The unfortunate

mateh was fixed.
d. re cenunitted to play as ¥Yeoung
!
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oughc to be a good game,
st,” said Vivian Travers con-
edly as he happened to meet the
or captain on the Ancient House
ps. I shall just love to watch it.
Vou 1 naw to score another of your
centuries.”

Forrest looked his venom.

“Youll laugh on the other side of
your face before I've done Wwith you!”
he muttered. “By gad, I'm not through
with you yet!”

He walked off, seething
cauldron. Travers’ smiling  face
irritated  him beyond measure. He
still held that weapon in his hand, and
he vowed, then and there, that he
would make use of it. But not in the
way he had originally intended.

“Why so rude?” asked Travers, walk-
ing after him. “You ought to be very
honoured. I hear that Lhere‘u be hosts
of visitors for the great match.”

“Can’t you clear off?”

like a

snarled

Forrest.

“Lots of fellows are inviting their
peeple down,” went on Travers. “My
own pater is coming, as a matter or
fac

h srrest strode off without a word, for
he could not trust himself to look at
€ That last plece of informa-
1 had inspired him. Travers’
faiher was coming down on the great
da; Here was food for thought.

And Bernard Forrest thought hard—
with ugly, malicious results.

—_—

CHAPTER 21,
ANl Serons.
'IIL the Day arrived, the chief
I ' topic of conversation in the
Junior School was the weather
forecast.

Bui there was really no need to
worry. At the moment England was
the centre of a vast anti-cyclone, the
barometer was }ugh and dany the mre-
less forecast was “fair and wi

When at length the day of the ‘match

came, it proved to be cloudless, almost
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windless, and blazingly hot. Ideq
weather conditions, in fact, for such
great match.,

Forrest, in desperation, had flog

the whole confounded business.
were longing for the day when they@l
would be able to resign. Cricket, they
were finding, was half-brother to hnr
work. —But if they attempted to back
out of this match they would earn thg
scorn of their schoolfellows.

Jerry Dodd was a great publicity max
Nipper had given him that job, and, &
a result, not only a large number ol
friends of the Australian boys weré
coming, but parents, uncles, aunts
brothers and sisters of the Removites. 4

The Head himself, knowing of thej
inatch, and anxious to see the stelwartsy
who had shown such an astouriding re-
versal of form, made it known that h
would sit in the pavilion.” Incidentally]
it was Edgar Fenton—who had half a
idea how things would go—who had put
the idea into Mr. Kingswood’s head.

Forrest went about, openly conﬁdent
—but secretly dismayed. e
feeung that this match was a dehberﬁt

“plant,” and his venomous hatred off
Vivian Travers increased. He b'amed
Travers for everything.

That morning he excused himself
from the Form-room in the middle of
morning lessons, and he went straight.
to the telephnne and rang up a Guild<
ford number. He knew a young fellow
here at one of the banks.

“That you, Mortimer?” he ’ud
eagerly. “I want you to send a telegram:
toa fent)w here named Travers—address
it to ‘Travers, Ancient House, St.
Frank’s, and send it at about a quarter;
to two.” 8

“What do I say in it?”

“Simply this: ‘ Come at once. Your,
father hurt in car crash,  Guildford
Hospital’ Got it? K

“Yes, I gob )L, came Mortimar's
voice. “And I'll be hanged if I'll saad
g i

“But it’s only a jape!”
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«all vight. In that case I'll send the
said Mortimer.
dinner, things began to move.

Guests were arriving, and there was 2
general movement in ihe direction of
Tittle Side. Forrest and his men, in
i culate white flannels, looked busi-
n ike enough, and some of the
fellows, deceived by appearances, Were
phesying that Forrest would pull it

They were also deceived by that
fiction of the Brent match. If Forrest's
XI could do such things against Brent,

ihey argued, why couldn’t it lick the
Australians?

“How long do you think theyl last?”
asked Travers sercnely as, in flannels,
he strolled out towards the playing
fields with Nipper and Jimmy Potts.

“yyell, they might Jast half an hour—
T doubt it,” replied Nipper. “These

Aussies are mustard, and you've got to
remember that Forrest & Co. will be as
vous as kittens.”

Master Travers!” called a voice,

Travers looked round, and found
Tubbs, the pageboy, in the rear.

“Telegram for you, sir,” said Tubbs.

“Dagh it, thatll be from my pater,”
exclaimed Travers. “I hope it’s not to
say he's giving the match a miss.”

He walked back and it was quite by
chance apparcntly that  Bernard
Forrest was near at hand. ~ Travers
opened the wire, read it, and his face
turned pale.

“Not bad news?” asked Forrest, with
concern.

Travers looked at him with hard eyes.

“you'd be glad to hear it, wouldn't
you?” he asked.

“Now, dash it, that’s uncalled for,”
Drotested Forrest.

“It's from the Guildford Hospital—
my pater’s had an accident,” sai
fravers. “I've got to get there—quick.
Hospitals den’t send messages like this
unless— Do you know if there’s a
lrain?”

Forrest took the wire, read it, and
Zripped Trayers’ arm. .

“TIm really awfully sorry,” he said,
Wwith such deep concern that even
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Travers, astute as he was, was deceived.
“I don’t profess to be too gocd, Travers,
and we've had some unpleasantness in
the past; but in a case like this—
Well, hang it, I'm human! It looks
bad, and if I can help you in any way I
would, like a shot.”

“Thanks,” muttered Travers.

The shock of the news had robbed
him, to a certain extent, of his
customary calmness. Neither was he
capable of thinking or reasoning. His
one thought was to get away—to get to
Guildford.

“There’s no train till mid-afternoon,”
said Forrest quickly. .“You might be
able to hire a car.. By gad, I'm playing
cricket this afternoon, so you can
borrow my motor-bike——-  No, you
can’t do that, either,” he added
abruptly. “You're forbidden—"

“Does that matter?” demanded
Travers fiercely. “What do I care
about bans? My pater might be dying!
T've got to get to Guildford.”

He dashed off without another word,
and Forrest looked after him with
glowering, triumphant eyes.

“Well, that’s settled his hash!” he
muttered malevolently.

On the very day that his father was
coming dowh to St. Frank’s he was
coreering akout the countryside on a
borrowed motor-cycle! Cunningly
Forrest had retained possession of the
telegram—as he had intended from the
first. He had waited and watched for
it to arrive, and had been on hand at
the critical moment.

Easy enough to destroy the wire. The
Guildford Hospital people would deny
having sent it. Thus, when Travers
spoke of that telegram as an excuse for
his wild motor-cycling, there would be

d | no corroboration.

Things had worked out very perfectly
for Forrest, his one fear had been that
other fellows would be present when
Travers opened the wire. But, by sheer
luck, Travers and Forrest had been
alone,

Running
reachs the

Travers
pushed

Vivian
He

hard,
garage.
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Forrest's  splendid  motor-cycle out,
nd a morment later he was in the
saddle. The engine roared, and away

went the anxious, anguished junior.
And, recklessly as he had driven in the
old days, he surpassed himself cn this
hot  sum afternoon. He took
hair adih chances, speeding madly
—dashing, as he thought, to the bedside
of his father, who might be dying.

The Australian team had arrived, and
the youngsters proved to be healthy,

strapping sportsmen, as keen as
mustard en the game. When Forrest
saw them his faint-heartedness in-

creased, but he maintained his bold
front.

“Pleased {o meet you, Benson,” he
said as he shook hands. “Young Aus-
tralia, ¢h? Well, Young England will
give you a jolly good game.”

“I hope €0, cobber,” grinned Benson.
¢ Quite a crowd here, eh? Looks like a
big occasion.”

Little Side, in fact, was crowded; the
pavilion had no empty seat. Ircne
Manners and a large number of other
Moor View girls, hearing the sensa-
tional ni come over in support.

They had heard a whisper or two of
something else—for they did not look at
all sorry to see Nipper and his merry
men amongst the spectators.

The rival captains tossed, and Forrest
won. He decided to bat first.

ST am very gratified, sir, to see you
here,” said Mr. Suncliffe, beaming upon
{he Head. “I feel that this is going to
be a grm' game.”

“If only the youngsters can reproduce
their form of the Brent match it will
be a great game,” said the Head, smil-
ing.”

“Oh, but they are certain to do that
—and probably go one better,” said the
Third Form master. “Why not? They
have had more practice since, and they
are keyed up to-day to do their very
finest for England. Ah, see that
Forrest and Gore-Pearce are gomﬂ out
to open the batting. Splendid!”

)
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A round of applause went up, and
was Forrest who opened. He had litg]
faith in his side, knowing them all tg
weil; but he was determined to shg
he spectators that he, at least, coul

ia
Alas for his intentions!

ledVe of the gxcatmsb of the occaslo
but he lifted his bat to the very firg
delivery, and the ball whipped under i
and removed his leg stump.

“Eozzal?”

Forrest gulped. He was out first ball
For a century maker he had not don
50 well! E

“A pity,” said the Head. “I'm afr
this is going to make the other bal
men nervous.”

They were nervous,
bard came oub next,
trembling so much
searcely Jake guard.
ball came down he swiped at it wildiy$
caught it on the edge of his bat, and
in a flash it was grabbed by tI
“iceeper.

"Out"'

They had been expertmc this.
they had not anticipated quite such 4
hopeless show, but they were by ng

“Marvellous!” murmured Handforth
“A% this rate theyll be all ouf withil
half an hour.”

“Then our chance will come,”
mured Nipper. “I say,
seen Travers? I believe he had a wirg
but I haven't seen him since. It’s a pit;
he’s missing t -4

Sensation followed sensation. Me:
rell, the next man in, managed td
fumble with his bat and guard
wicket. Surprisingly enough, he struck
out at the next ball, and it shot ofy
They scored two runs.

‘This was the position when the ove
was finished, and Gore-Pearce got th

opposite bowling. By a pure fluke
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sent the first ball to the boundary—a
wild, blind hit, of which he knew no-

the next ball he was out—
stump saggmng.
time the spectators wer
3 hot and hothered. So th!
: Young England! Such a debacl
had seidem been seen on Little Sids
wir. Kingswood sat grim in his seab;
near him, poor hme Mr. Suncliffe
was in an agony of despal had
hoped for so much from Lh)s match.
The collapse was ubter and deadly.
The following batsmen, terrified by the
fate of their predecessors, were in no
condition to face the deadly bowling of
Australians. rves, with a caj pxml
” gripped them. Man after man
registered nathmg but a duck, and

. Before the third
Ifway through, Young
Eng‘.and was completely dismissed. It
had taken Young Australia just over
a quarter of an hour, and the entire
cleven was out for seven runs!

“Upon my word,” said the Head, sit-
ting up very straight.

Hc was thinking hard.

“This is terrible!” groaned Mr. Sun-
cliffe. “Appalling!  Can this be the
side whlch obtained such a good victory

ren

" said Mr. Kingswood,
with deep suspicion in his eyes.

There was no game, of course. Every-
body was feeling uncomfortable. For-
rest and his men went out into the field,
since there was nothing else to be done.
They were afraid to look at the specta-
tors, and when the Australian innings
started, the bowling was so erratic, o
nervous, that the leather was sent to
the boundary time and again.

It took Young Australia just two
minutes to win the game, which made
it a greater farce than ever. By now,
custs of laughter were passing round
The field. The thing had become comic.
The Australians did not know what to
do, Forrest & Co. were helpless with
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shame, and the c*nv«d felt that they
had been grossly swindled.
" It was Nipper who saved the situa-
tion.
No sooner had the winning hit keen
scored than he ran cut upon the field.
“I say, you Aussies!” he shouted

They gathered found.
“Awfully sorry that St. Frank's has
given you such a rotten game,”
xwd Nipper. “A proper farce, |snb

)

“It secms more like a joke to me,”
said Bens

“Well, lt so happens that the original
St. Frank’s Junior XI is barred from
pmvmg on this field—headmaster’s

“Buf we've got a ground of our own,”
said Nipper, knowing full well that Mr.
Kingswocd could * hear every word,

“What do you say to coming over and
starting afresh? We’ll give you a game
—and I think we’ll put up a perform-
ance quite as good as St. Frank’s pub
up against Brent College.”

‘“Ha, ha, ha!” yelled a large number
of Removites.

Forrest writhed. And then, before
EBenson could either accept or re:
Fighting Jim _ Kingswood hLYY)SEJf
stom‘ed out of the pavilion, and came
striding out upon the grass.

‘““Where were you, Nipper,
afterncon of the Brent match?”
asked bluntly.

“Me, sir?” emculatﬁd Nipper,
startled. “I—I was away.”

b Plav;ng cnckec? &

en  the
he

““Jhat team was it you played
B

8!
171(1 rather not say, sir.”

“I'm not surprised to hear it,” said
Mr. Kingswood ominously.

Then, with a sudden change,
patted Nipper on the shoulder.

“I feel that you and the other mem-
bers of your team have been banned
for long enough,” he went cn. *“The

he
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restrictions are lifted from this minute.

1 doubt if the Junior School will wish
to retain the services of Forrest as cap-
tain, and you were the old ca pLam

I see no reason why you should not

> gahpcd Nipper, with full

h; ._\ can, if you like, start this
EngAani vel us Australia match over
again—h n your .own playing field,”
said the Hend “I came here to see
some

His words were drowned in the storms
of cheering which arose.  And amid
the general excitement, Bernard For-
rest and his wretched team faded away,
their one mought being to hide their
diminished heads.

“1t worked, my sons—1t worked like a
glorious dream!” gurgled Nipper, later,
in the dressing-roo;

Te an Ha'ldforbh hugged one an-
other, and there were gleeful chirrups
from the others.

“Do you mmn to say that you figured
on all { sked Gresham, eyeing
Nipper w 1 1espectfu1 admiration.

“Of course,” grinned Nipper. “Wasn't
it a f{)'(‘”une conclusion: that Forrest's
measly crowd should crack up? My
wheeze was to expose them in front of
a great crowd, and then ask the Aut es
to play us on our Own groun
hoping that the Head would 1ift thc
ban, but I hardly expected he would
be so handsome about it. My sons,
Tighting Jim is no fool, and it's a cert
that he twigged.”

This, indeed, was actually the case.
Mr. Kingswood, thinking of “that Brent
match, gu lessed what had happened,
but, being a_discreet man, he made no
inquiries. This was essentially a
moment for golden silence.

Mr. Robert Travers arrived at St
Frank’s just as the real match was be-
There h'\d been some con-

3

Vivian Travers was Dot to be (oun

but as Nipper won the toss, Travers’ ab-

sence was not so disastrous. He was

almost certain to turn up before he
j nted to go out to bat.

OF ST. FRANK'S

Forrest, overwhelmed by (he
miny of his “showing up,” Wi
ing about in the Triangle, w:
least, he told himself, he wou
the satisfaction of getting Travers §

T.
mant(‘x‘ said
xpr et L'l

“What!” LJacumU‘d Mr. Travi
“Are you trying to joke with me, yous
man?”

“Great Scott!

y, sir, that he’s

ride motor-bikes?” asked Forrest,

affected surprise. “Why, he told
I lent him my motor-] mke,

hes gone for a long ride.”

“Oh, indeed!” said Travers’
“When he comes back I wiil have
word with him. So this is how X
heeds me! I am much obh ed to yo
my. boy. for telling me thi;

hopn he won't get mto any troubl

You don’t mean
still forbidden .

©

sir:

But Mr. Travers was striding off,

ford Hospital. , g
infinite relief, that his father had
been there—that there had been i
accident—that '.he lm<pitul authoriti
had sent no teleg

“A hoax—a fake i muttered Trave:
his mocd changing. “By Samson
And it was Forrest who lent me hi
motor-bike—my pater’s going to be
St. Frank's to-day! o sof]
or nutty, or what? It was a deliberal
plot of Forrest’s to get me into trouble

He remembered, then, that Forred
had kept the wire. Tncre was.
game, too—that great game in whi
he was to take his own part.

He dashed to the nearest telephond
and rang up St. Frenk's. A fag wa
fetched, and he rushed out to th}
Pitt, informed, haste;

'phont
es. wu pater’s here, looking



s a hatter,” he said.
ns are you, Travers?”

“Where

oui
id Pitt wretchedly.
4 s whead Wi ell, but Gresham \‘ as out
a duck. If we geb skittled out like
ru vest & Co. we'll never be akle to
up our heads again.”

‘I'm coming,” said Travers fiercely.
|« For goodness’ sake keep things going
unt! '1 I arrive. I've got to have my

£ he had ridden hard before, he now
But he was such
2 t he took chances
| vithout risk to hfe or limb. Mean-
,-Pitt had gone back to the field,
d he found himself gripped by Mr.

Havo you seen my 5019
‘T've just been talking to him, sir—
he’s in 'Guildford,” <a1d Pitt. “It
seems_that somebody played a trick on
m, just to take him away from the
came. Wild horses wouldn’t have
agged him away this afternoon if it
dn't been something vital. Before
> rang off he told me he’d had a tele-
am, saying that you had met with a
ous accident, so he borrowed some-
y’s motor-bike to dash to your bed-
B nw But it was all a fake.
“I see,” said Mr Travcrs, his eyes

softening. ““And n

He’s coming straxg!‘t back—to help
in the game.”
and even Reggie Pitt was startled
hen Travers arrived—for it scemed
1uo=sxble that he could have ridden
Guildford in such a short time.
Il dusty flannels, Travers strapped the
pads on, and went straight out—for
he arrived at a critical moment, just
after Handforth, haying scored twenty-
L\nee, not out. Travers was rushed

raight on to the field, and he had no
(‘mortum&y, even, of having a word
With his father.

The one thought w

ang through
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in was that he was in ti Fo:
Te; oiled! ~ And PPy Was
T)’wnr*‘ that he played the game of his
life. He batted like one possessed.

en after Nipper was out—aifter sco

ms b

ime.

: seventy-three—Travers  carried
right on to the finish of the innings. He
made a hundred and fourteen, not out,

and the total of St. Frank's score was
théoo mndred and eighty—a trul
nif
players as the Young Austrzlians.
‘““Fine, my boy—splendid!” exclaimed
Mr, Txavets, grasping his son’s hand
as he came out. “I'm proud of you.”

“But, dad—"
“Don't talk to me about motor- cycles,”
interrupted his father genially. “Ii
was a motor-cycle which brought you
back here in time to play this great in-
nings. I'm not going to make any in-
quiries about that incident. Wel for-
get it, Vivian—and next week I'll send
you down one of the latest machines.”
“Oh, dad!” exclaimed Travers' joy-.
“Then—then everything’s all

ously
right!”

He rushed away to tell Irene Manners
the great news—for her dang

Forrest_could not ha
ne ner could Forrest harm her.
affair was too old now—it was forgot-
ten.

And Travers himself was too good-
hearted o fellow to gloat over Forrest’s
despieable downfall. The feliow Wi
beneath contempt. He wasn't even
worth punching—as a punisz
his cowardly, despicable tricl
all, a fellow doesn’s punch a worm be-
cause the unfortunate creature happens
to be a worm.

As for the game, Young Aus
bntted well, but the St. Frank’s Ju:
in its oid place—played

spired game, and Jerry Dodd and his
fel‘aw cou\]trymen found it qt
possAbVe to reach that magnific

Frank’s won handsom:
Lhe finest game ever seen on Litt de,
and it was many a day before St
Frank’s forgot that great and glorious
oceasion.

lia

E'

THE END,
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FIREWORKS

AT LORD’S

C.H. Q.

f OPD $ ground is the headquarfers
fnglish  cricket. On this
‘ mous enclesure shared by the
M.C.C and Middlesex county clubs
more [amous matches have taken place
\hnn on any other ground. And the
matches between England and
i1 are always sure of an enthu-
¢ following.
matter what the state o
r, or what has happened
st series, the clashing of the two
at Lord's is sure (o produce an
interest.
Engl 's record is not at all im-
So far, fourteen Test matches
place at Lord’s, of which the
Ly can claim four wins.
Ve on on five occasions,
e matches have been
tremendous exception,
vlod on the low side,

® o

at thmg Kmm the Engmn

x.m n:c WO
point of view is that we have not won
at (uxcket I—deqtnrters since

. S hing at
and there have been some won-
cxciting games, even though
scoring has not been much in
evidence.

A Seasational Game,

One of the most sensational games on
record was the match of 1888. Australia
first knock, and only compiled 116.

Jooked fairly promising for the

Mother Country, but appearances were
rather

deceptive, for England were

out for 53.

Iowever, there was still the seco;
innings to come, and ever! y¥ne thot
England would make amends.
optimism of the home side increa
when the England bowlers started g
ting a bit of their own back and go
rid of their opponents for 60.

Only 124 runs were wanted
England, and it looked an easy thi
when the opening batsmen started g
ting the runs. But a great change Tamg
over the game, and the whole elevel
were sent back to the pa for 6@

over before the time for
on the second day!

Big Scores.

The total of 53 scored in this gamg
ranks as the lowest ever made
England at Lord’s.
total was equalled by Aust
on the cccasion of Engiand’s last win. |

On only four occasi

hundred marl & been pa:scd for the total
of an innings. This was done twice by
England and twice by Australia.
tween 1899 and 1926 the score nevel
rose beyond three - hundred - odd
Australia held the record for all thesg
years with

In this large total of 1899 Clem Hl
and Victor Trumper, two of the
known Australian cricketers ever
come here, each had splendid knocks @
135. Monty Noble, destined to skippe
the side in future years, got 54.

(Continued on page iv of cowr)
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BE TALLER

RESULTS SPEAK FOR THEMSELVES
S JUST A FEW QUITE USUAL
REPORTS OF ROSS PUPILS.

AGE GAINS - IN
16 days!
8 weeks !
4 weeks !
4 weeks !
20 5 ins. 5 mths!
26} 1} ins. 4 weeks!
30 2 ink. 4 weol
40 1}ins. 6 wecks!

16} passes 6 ft. mark !
18} passes 6 {t. 2in. mark!

Increased my own height to
PP~ 6 ft. 3} ins.

HUNDREDS of Gratified
Clients. ALL AGES in all
FIRST IN 1907 Darts of the World— AND
FIRST T0-DAY Ross Testimony is GENUINE.

%~ AGE 20, GAINS 5 THOMRA TN £ WEEEN!)
“Dear Mr. Ross,—I am very glad tolet you know

Syite s
s loéhe ‘mndzr]aX all m;
que as becn greatly improved, igd 1
emu e\erylhm R o ik
are inadequate words €0 show my
n to wish you great prosperity in
all your undertakings.”

Tt
I VE NCE

ROSS SYSTEM NEVER FAILS |
£2 2s.
'WARE WORTHLESS IMITATORS!
ENROL IID_W and WATCH YOURSELF GROW,
OR ENCLOSE 2id. STAMP FOR CONVINCING
TESTIMONY (mailed Privately).

B. A. MALCOLM ROSS

Height Specialist,

SCARBOROUGH, ENGLAND.

ublished on the

iy o
et 0.8,

| closed for six w

(Continued from page 96.)
It is noteworthy that such a tangle
did the bowling get in that two men
were put on who had scarcely sent down
a ball in their lives. They were Ranji
and Tom Hayward. Unfortunately for
England, neither got a wicket.

In 1926 it was England’s turn to break
the record, and they put up the excel-
lent score of 475 for the loss of only
three wickets. Both Hobbs and Hendren
got centuries, but the huge total was
not enough to ensure victory.

Australia, who had dma'gcd 383 in
their first' innings, went on' to get 194
with half their wickets down in the
second attempt, and so the game was
left drawn.

Beating the Record.

Four years later, in 1930, England
again topped the four hundred m \‘.he
hxghesb scoring game ever,

Lord’s. She ran up the fine total of 4‘25
Duleepsinghi collected 173, Tate hit up
a good 54, and Hendren just missed the
half-century by two runs. It seemed
a good score, and the spectators sat
back and prepared to see England gain
a victory.

But that did not quite happen. Wood-
full, the Aussie skipver, took: it into his
head to score 155, opening the innings'
with Ponsford, ‘Who got 8l. This
knocked a bit of a hole in the English
score. But more amazing things were to,,
follow.

Don Bradman and Alan Kippax
added a little matter of a some further

| three hundred to the total, and McCabe

and Oldfield knocked up forty odd each.

By the time the crowd were getting
used to it the innings was declared
kets, having amounted
which Don-Bradman had

to 729, of

made 2
Engl;lnd went in again and collected

the quite reasonable score of 375, of

. which Skipper Chapman had a splenchd

contribution of 121.
But that was no use in this match of
colossal scoring. Australia wiped off

the odd seventy runs needed.for victory,
and won by seven wickets {

*




